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T O T H E 

Q^ u E e: n; 

Madam# 

THE notice your Majcfty has conclercended to take of 
the following tragedy, emboldens me to lay it, ia ' 
the hombleft manner, at your Majefly's feet. And to 
whom can this illuftrious Carthaginian -■ fo properly fly 
for protection, as to a Queen, who commands the hearts 
of a people, more powertul ' at^ fea than Carthage, more 
fiourilhing in commerce than thofe firfl merchants, more 
fecure againft conqueft, and,- under a monarchy more 
ft-ee than a common- wealth itielf^ 

I dare not, nor indeed need I here attempt a charac- 
ter, where both the great and the amiable qualities (hine 
forth in full perfedion. . All words are faint to fpeak 
what is univerfally fc\t and acknowledged by a happy 
people. Permit me therefore only to fubfcribe myfelf, . 
with the trued zeal and veneration, 

Madam, 

Your Majefty's 
Mofl humble, 
Moft dutiful, and 
•^ Moft devoted fervant, 

JAMES THOMSON. 
Ai PRE- 
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P R K F A C E, 



TT is not my intention, in this prefape, to* defend any 
X faults th^t may be found in the fpllowipg piece. I am 
afraid there are tpp many : but thofe who are befl able 
tp difcover, will be moft ready to pardon them. They 
alone know how difficult an undertaking the writing of a 
tragedy is : and this is a firft attempt. 

I beg leave only to n>ention the rcafon.that determined 
me to make choice of thia fubje6t. What pleafed me 
particularly, tho' perhaps it will not be lead liable to ob- 
j^oa With ordinary readers, vyas the great fimplicity of 
theflory. It is one, regular, and uniform, not charged 
With a multiplicity of incidents, and yet aQbrding feveral 
rjevolutionS of fortune ; by which the paflions may be 
epi^citedy varied, and driven to their full tumult of emotion. 

This unity of defign was always fought after, and ad- 
roired by the antients: apd the moft eminent among the 
moderns, who underftood their writings, have chofen to 
imitate them in this, from an intire convi6tion that the 
reafon pf it mud hold good in all ages. And here allow 
me to tranfljkte a paflage from the celebrated Monfieur 
K^ne« whi^h contains all that I have to Yay on this 

hpad. . * ; 

* We mu|l not fan^y that this rule has no other foun- 

* d^tion hut the capripe of thofe who made it. Nothing 

* Can touch us in tragedy, but \yliat is probable. And 

* what probability is there, that, in on6 day, fliduld hap-- 

* pen a multitude of things, which could fcarceliappen in 

* feveral weeks ? There are fome who think that this 

* fimplicity is a mark of barrennefs of invention. But 
« they do not confider, that, on the contrary, invention 

* condfls in making fomething out of nothing : and that 

* this huddle of incidents has always been the refuge of 

* poet8| who did not find in their genius either richnefs 

A3 * or 
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* or force enough to^enga^e their ipefiators, for five adt 

* together, hy a fimpie a^hoD, fupponed by the violence 

* of pafSons^ the beauty of feotiments, uid the noblenefs 

* of expreffion*'«-*I would not be underftoodto measthat 
all thefe things are to he found in my performanee : I 
only (hew the reader what I aimed at, and how I would 
have pleafed him, had it been in my power. 

As to the character of Sophoniwa; in drawing it, I 
have confined myfelf to the truth of hiifory. It were an 
affront to the age, to fuppofe fuch a charadierout of na* 
ture; efpecially in a country which has produced fo 
many great examples of public ipirit and heroic virtues, 
even in the fofter fex : and I had defiroyed her chara(5ter 
ihtirely, had I not marked it with that ftrong love to her 
country, difdain of ienritude, and inborn averfion to the 
Romans, by which all hiilorians have diftinguiflied her. 
Nor ought her marrying Mafinifia, while her former huf- 
band was dill alive, to be reckoned a blemifh in her cha* 
ra^er* For, by the laws both of Rome and Carthage^ 
the captivity of the huiband difiblved the marriage, of 
courfe ; as among us impotence, or adultery : not to 
mention the reafons of a moral and public nature, which 
I have put into her own mouth in the fcene between her 
and Syphax. 

This is all I have to fay of the play itfelf. But I can- 
mot conclude without owning .my obligations to thoie 
concerned in the reprefentatioii« They have indeed ^ne 
me more than jufiice. Whatever was defigned as amiable 
and enga^ng in Mafinifia fiiines out in Mr. Wilks^t 
action. Mrs. Oldfield,' in the character of Sophoniiba, 
has excelled what, even in the fondnefs of an author, I 
could either wifii or imagine. The grace, dignity, and 
happy varienr of her a6tion have been unirerfiilly ap«' 
piaudedy attdf are truly admirable* 
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PROLOGUE. 

By a FRIEND. 

JfTmNUaning, after tbt UngGttbicingbt, 
With ff' 'Z 't^l^'r '^^' renevo'dlilUt, 

•f^f^firj tears fir her tuere taught to Jaw. 
«rcW, the Gallic mt^es nexiiiAir'd: 
C»r»*^l>h^elffa^, •vmukr'd,.al!,d'»>asj!,'d. 
rf'ftMeign theatres with frij, havejbevm, 
^"*»2 bnffier title, males her cwn. * 

»;*«>**&» ii the caufe, 'tis hers t» fight ; 
S^'' ^^Af*^ « tie theme, tt ^ite. 
^ fis, a Britijb a^tb»r hids again 
if *"•«« nfty tt grace the Britf^/cew. 

^J/t."' i" Y'J -^ ^"^" ^ genuine Jtamei 
Jfi'-'b^iefimbasnptfitt i&famet 
^of the Britifbjmth-r^hOence there t 
^ darts t»4ifliit,f the Sriti^bfair. 
Je-nigbi, »ttrimu-/p*nauth»r-vjimldhetnte^ 
t-T> * *«*^'» iOl»ry, andytu. * 

'^apitas d to give ottrneigbioursdueaptJanre, 
^^ their leaminf, lut difdains their li^. 
f^tobupatient touch, orbaMyJIame', 
^"^bisBritifi heart he trufis for fame. 
V fiance excel him in one f^ee-homthouebu 
^'>'»m,asiuellas poet, is in fault. 
_««*r*/ informer of the foet' sort, 
'TMe force alone can raife or melt the hearty 
^^ortrbis guide-, each fajion, every Une, 
Vbou tr he draws topUafe, mujl aU he thine, 
^tbn bis judge: in every candid ireafi^ 
^yfient -whi^it the/acrtdtefi. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS, 

ME N. 

Mafiniffa, King oi MaJJylia, 
Syf^jox; K\ng&^ MaJaAlia. 
Karva^ friend to Ma/nlfa. 
Scipioy the Roman General, 
lA^eliuSy his LiputenaRt, . 

WOMEN*.. 

Sophomjha^ "" ■ Mre. Barry# 

J'hceniJld, her Friend* 

Mcffeng.er, Slave, Guards and Attendflntt./ 
scene;, The Palace Qi C I ^ f H ^* 
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A C T I. 

Enter Sophonifba and Phoenifla. 

SOPHOKISBA. 

THIS hour, Phoenifla, this important hour. 
Or fixes me a queen, or from a throne 
Throws Sophoiiiiba into Roman chains. 
Deteiled thought ! For now his utmoft force 
Colleded, defperate, difirefsM^ and fore 
From batd^ loft ; with all the rajge of war^ 
III- fitted Syphax makes his laft e&rt. 
But tkj^ thou partner of my hopes and &art, 
Phoeniifii^ fiiy ; while, from the lofty tower^ 
Oar draining eyea the field of battle fought, 
Ah| thought you not that ourNum^idiaa troopa 
Gave up the broken field, and featuring fled, , 
Wild oVsr the hills, from the rapacious fons 
Of fiill triumphant Rome ? 

Phan. The dream of CMts t 
And think not. Madam, Syphax can refign^ 
But with h% ebbing life, in this laft field, 
A crown, a kipgdom, and a qiicen he lores 
Beyond ambition's bnghteft wiih ; for whom. 
Nor moy*d by threats, nor bound by plighted faith. 
He fcom'd the Roman friendihip (that fair name 
For ilaTery) and from th' engagements broke 
Of Scipio, fam'd for eVery winninf art. 
The towering genius of recovered Rome, 

S^b. O^, name him not ! Thefe Romans flir my blood 
To too much rage* I cannot bear the fortune 

Of that proyid pee|>ie. Said you not, Phosntflii, 

That Syphax loT'd me;, which would fire hia batde, 
And v^gi him on to death orconquefi? TriK^ 



10 SOPHONISBA* 

He loves me with the madnefs of defirc j 
His every paffion is a flave to love ; 
Nor heeds he danger where I bid hijn go, 
Nor leagues nor intereii* Heart thgfeendlttfs war^y 
Thefe ravagM countries, thefe fuccefslefs fights, 
Suftain'd for Carthage ; whofe defence alone 
Engag'd^roy iovelefs marriage- vows with hif.>^ 
But know you not, that in the Roman camp 
r have a lover too ; a gallant, brave. 
And difappeinted lofer, full of wratK, 
Returning to a kingdom whence thefword 
Of Syphax drove him ? 
P/jcen, Mafinifla? . • 
Sof>/j. He: 
Young MafiniiTa,. the MaiTylian Kltigy 
The firft addrcfTcr of my youth ; for whom 
My bofom felc a fond beginning wiflii 
£xtingul(h'd foon : when once to Scipio's fide 
Won o'er, and jdaaxlcd by th' enchmting glart 
Of that fair feemin^ hero, he became 
A gay admirjog fixure^ yet kn«w it not. 
£*er ntKre, my heart has held him in contempt ; 
And thrown out each idea of his worth, 
That there began? to grow: tiay had it' been 
As all-poireil,«and foft, ashers who fits 
In fecret fhadeft, or by the falling fiream, 
And wades her being in unutter'd pangs, 
I would have broke, or cur'd it of its rondnefs* 
Phcgn. Heroic Sophoniiba I 
Soph, No, Phcenifla ; 
It is not for the daugiiter of great Afdrubal,. 
Defcended from a long illuftrious line 
Of Carthaginian heroes, who have oft 
Fill'd Italy with terror anddifmay, 
And fiiook the wails of Rome, to pine in \6vtf 
Like a deluded maid ; to give her life. 
And heart high-beating in hercmintry'scau&i 
Meant not foe common aims and houfhold carer. 
To give them up to .vain prefuming 4nan ; 
Much lc(ato.one!whoik>op8theixtck*toR'o«)e| 
Aa enemy taCartkagei Mi^niA. 



96mit 



SOFiHdK f SB'A; ^ U 

Pban. T;hink not I mean to' thikk tWftt ^^xkaOit Hame^ 

Thatjuftambm6n which exalts your foal. 

Fires on yqUr cheek, and lighten^ in your eye. 

Yet would he had been yours ! this ti&Rg prince ; 

For, truft me, fame is fond of MafinifTa. 

His various fcBrtune, his refplendent deeds, 

His courage, conduit, deep-expcricnc'd youth, 

Andvaft unbroken fpirit in diftrefs, 

Still liiing {Wronger from the laft defeat. 

Are all the talk and terror too of Afric. 

Who has not lieard tb^ flory of hk woes ! 
How hard he came to bis paternal reign ; 

Whence foon by Syph^x' unrelenting hate, ' 
Atid jealous Carthage driveRj hcf with a few 
Fled to the mountams. Then, I thiitk^t was, 
HemM in a circle of impending r6cks , » 
That all his followert fell, fave fifty horfe; 
Who, thence cfcap'd, thto' fecret paths ibrupt, 
Gain'd theClupean plain. Ihere oVertook, 
And urgM by fierce furrounding fbes, he burfl: 
With four alone, fore-wounded, thro^ their raifks. 
And all amidfl a mighty torrent plung'd« 
Seiz'd by the whirling gulph, twoBlhk ; and tWo, 
With him, obliqudly hurried doi^n the ftream, 
Wrought to the farther (hore. T}i* aftonilh*d tfoc^ 
Stood check'd, and (hivering oil fhe gloomy briak| * 
And deemM him XcA in the devouring fiood. 
Mean time the ^z\int\t^\\kndiit^fi2\nti^yomk 
Lay in a cave^nceafd % curing Ins v^unds 
With mountain-herbs, and oil his hoHes Mx 
Nor here, even -at the Ipwefi ebb of life, 
Stoop'd his afprring blind. What need I fay, 
How once agm^f^orM, and once again 
"Expeird, among the Garamantlan finis 
He finee has wandered, till the Roman arm 
■Reviv'd his caufe } And who flitEtll rergn ikttt^ 
iSjrphaz or )^, this day deeides. 

Soph* Enough. ^ 

Thou need'fl not blazon thus his fame, Ph^ffir* 
Were he as g^lortoils as.the pride of woman 
'«Co«ld Wifli, in all her wantonnefs of thought; 
Xte joy of humankind: wife, valiant, gMd| 

^ With 
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With ercry praUe, with crciy laufel crown' ; 
The wamor*8 wonder, and che virgin's figh : n 

\ Yet this would cloud him o'er, this blcmlOi all ; 

^His mean fubmiffion to the Roman yoke ; 
That, falfc to Carthage, Afric, and himfclf, 
With proffer'd hand and icnee, he hither led 

Thefe rxvzgm of earth. But while we talk, 

The work of fate goes on } even now perhaps 
My dying country bleeds in every vein, 
And the warm vi£br thunders at our gate« 

Enter a Mcilfenger from the iattle. 

Soph. Ha! Whence art thou? Speak, tho' thy bleed- 
Might well excufe thy tongue. [ing wounds . 

Mejp, Madam, efcap'd, 
With much ado, from yon wide death—- 

Soph* No more. 
At once thy meaning flaffaes o'er my foul. 
Oh, all my vanifh'd hopes ! Rep^irlefs chance 
Of ondifcemingwarl— — AndisaUloft-.? . 
An univerial havock } 

Mejf. Madam, all. 
For fcarce a Ma^iylian, faye myfelf, 
But is or feix^d, or bites the bloody pUiin. 
The King 

Soph. Ah ! what of him ? 

Meff. His fiery fteed, 
B^ Mafiniffiiy the Ma%lian prince, 
Pierc'd, threw him heaidlong to his icluftering foes ; 
And now he comes in chains. 

5!ir/i&. 'Tis wond*rous fit, 
Abfolute god&i All Afric is in chains ! 
The weepbg world in chains J Oh, is there not 
A time, a righteous time, referv'd in fate, ' 
When thefe opprellbrs of mankind (hall feel 
Themiferiesjhey give ; and blindly fight 
For their own fetters too ?— <The conquerii^ troopsi ; 

How points their motion ? 

Meffl At my heels they came, . 
Loud-lhouting, dreadful, in a cloud of duft, 
>By Mafinifia headed. {&jcuu 

i Sopi. 
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%pb. Hark ! armed. ^ 

The marm'ring prowd rolls £n|;h^ ^ the pabee* 
Thou blecd'ft to death, poor faithful wi*et«h ; away. 
And drefs thy wounds, if iife^ worth thy care s 
Though Rome, n;|^lhtafef, wiU lofe aflftve in thee* 
Would Sophonifbii were aa near thjfr verge § ExU Miffl 
Of lioundlefs, and imtnortal liberty I [^ m t fu n 

And wherefore not ? When lih^y i» loft. 
Let ilaves and cowards lire ; but in the brave 
It were a treacherje (jd'theihreWeB, enough 
To merit chains. And Is it fit fctr me» 
Who in my veins, from Afdi^ubabdeuv^d^ 
Hold C^rthagjaian enaiicy to Rene*; 
On whom IVe.iaviih*d aii toy bavnanc fi»u]^ 
In everlalting hate ; for wfaofe dcftniSNOir 
I fold my joylefs yoit^ to Syphaai' airmtf, 
And tiirn'd him fierce upon chem^; fit for fudi 
A native, refllefs, uarelentioglbe^ 
To fit dowA fciftly^penfive^ and) await 
Th' approaqhiBg.vt]£br'8 rage; refinrv'd in chakia 
To grace his triumph^ and beeomr the £cora 
Of every Rornibi ^teme— «Goda ! lumm^ foul 
Difdains the thought ! and thisi fiudl fet xt free. 

[QJ5ri titjlmh ler/df. 
Phan. Hold, SophoniiSja, hold ! iKf teiend ! my queen I 
For whom alon^llivei hold your raflu poiat^ 
Nor through your guardian bofom ikb your country. 
That is our laft refort, 'astd alwayl fiise* 

The gracious gods .are liberal of death ; 

To that lad bleifiiag: ]end a thoufand waya. 

Think not I'd have you live to drag a chain^ 

And walk the triumph of infuhing KcMne* 

l^o, bv thefe^ tear» of liiyalty and love, 

£re I beheld fo vile a ii^hi, rhis hand 

Should urge the faiifhful poaoianl to your heart. 

And glory in the liecd. Bur, while hppe livesy 

Let no( tlie g^erou^die* ' Tis late before 

The brave defpakt . 

Soph, Thou co^ of my feul ! 

And now my frieiiKl indeed! Shew me but hepe, 

One glimpfe of hope, and I'U veoew my tdiU^ 

Call pmici^9 labour, fortitude agaia^ 

B The 
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Thenext unjoyoui day, and fleeplcfii night ; 

Nor fhrink at danger, any fliape of death. 

Shew me the fnialleil hope ! Alas, PhaeuifTa^ ^ 

Too kindly confidfint I Hope lives not here. 

Fled with her fkkr Liberty beyond 

The Garamantian hills, to fome ftccp wild. 

Some undifcov^rM country, where the foot 

Of Roman cannot come. 

Phtgn. Yes, there (he liv'd 
, With MafinifTa wounded, and forlorn, . 
Amidft the ferpent's hifs, and tiger's yelU*^ 

Soph. Why nam 'ft thou him f 

PbofHn Madam, io this forgive 
My forward zeal ; from him proceeds oiif hope. 
He lov'd you once ; nor is your form impaired, 
WarmM, and unfolded into ftronger charm$ ; 
Aik his prote6Hoa from the Roman power, ' 
You mu ft prevail; for Sophonlfba fure 
From Mafin.fla cannot aik in vain. 

Soph, Now, by the prompting geniua of my tountry f 
I thank thee for the thought. True, there is pain 
£v*n in defcending thus to beg protedion 
From that degenerate youth. But, Oh, for thee. 
My finkibg country ! and agaiii to gaul . . 

This hated Rome, what would I not endure ? 
It fliall be done, Phoeniffa ; though difguft , 

Choak'd up my ftruggling meaning, ilwllbcdonc« 

But here I vow, propitious Juno, hear I 
Could every pomp and every pleafure join'd. 
Love, empire, glory, a whole ki^eeling world, ' 

Unnerve my fmalleft purpofe, and remit 
That moft inveterate enmity ^ bear 
The Roman ftate ; may Carthage fmoak in ruins ! 
Rome rife the miftrefs of mankind ! and I, 
There an sd>andon>d ilave, drag out a length 
Of life, in luathfome bafenefs and contempt! 
This way the trumpet founds ;: let us retii^.- [Exeunu 
flnier Mafiniffa, Syphax in chains^ Narva, Guards^ &c. 
Sjph, Is there no dungeon in this city, dark 
As is my troubled foul, that thus I'm brought 
To my own pal^cq, to thcfe rooms of ftatCi 

-» Wont 
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Wcmt in another manner to receWexne» 
With other iig])s of royalty than thefe ^ 

[Leoiitig on his ci^iMK 

Maf. I will not wound thee, nor inTuk thee, Syphay^ . 
With a recital of thy tyram crimes. • 

A captive here I fee thee, £iiUen belowr 
My moft revengeful wifh ; and all the rage. 
The noble ftiry that infpirM this mom. 
Is funk to foft compaflibn. In the fiekly. 
The flaming front of war, there i» the fcene . 
Of brave revenge ; and I have fought theetbefliy 
Keen as the hunted lion feeks his foe* 
But when a broken enemy, difarmM^ ^ 

And helplefe lies ; a falling fword, an eye 
With pity flowing, and an arm as weak 
As infant foftnefs, then becomes the brave. 
Now fleeps the fword ; the paffions of the fieUi 
Subfile to peace ; and my relenting ibttl 
Melts at thy fate. 

Syph. This^Hhis, is all I dreatJ, 
- All 1 deteft', this infolencc refln'd^ 
This barbarous pity, thi8afl*e<aed.g©odher«^ 
Pitied by thee ! — ^-^^Is^^ese » torm of deatti^ 
Of torture, and of infamy likethat ? ' 

It kills my very foul ! Ye partial ggoda ! 

I fecl.yout worft ; why (bould. I fear you more ? 

Hear roe, vain youth I take notice •! abhor 

Thy mercy, loath it, PoUbn to my thoughti ! 

Wouldft thou be me^iful I One way alone 
Thou canflljobligc me.— Ufe roe like a flavc ; 
As I would thee', (dcUcious thought I), wctt thoa 
Here crouching in my power.. 

Maf. Outrageous man 1 \ 

If that is mercy, I'll be cruel ftilK 
Nor canft thoudrivc me, by thy bittereftrage* 
To an unmanly deed ; not all thy wrongs. 
Nor this wori& triumf^ in them. 

^pb. Hal ha! wrongs? 
I cannot wrong thee, W hen we lanch the fptatf 
Into the monfter's heart, or crufti the ferpent j 
Deftroy what inantipathy we hold, 
- B a Th« 
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The common foe ; can that be callld a wrong ? 

Injurious that ? Abfurd! tt cannot be» 
Jfa/: I'm loth to fciirt thcp hv^w..— The tyrant works 

T<eo ^rce already in thy rankled breaft. 

But lipce dKHi feemM! to ranfk me witlh thyfelf. 

With great dcftroyers, with petfidious king« ; 

I Hiuft reply to thy licentious *ongue». 

Bid thee renne^l^er, w*iofe«ccurfed (word 

Began this work of death ; who brok-ethe ties^ 

The holy ties, aitcfted by the jjods. 

Which bind tlie nations in the bond of peace; 

Who ^jeafily took advantage of my youth, 

Unikill'd in arms, unfettled on my throne^ 

And drove me to the defart, Idicre to dwell 

With kinder monfters ; who itiy cities fack'J, 

My country piUag'd,- and my fubjcdts mwder'd ; 

Who ftill purfuM fne with inveterate hate,- 

When gen«roo8 force provM v^in, with rufitn littf 

The villain's dagger, bale s^aEination ; 
And for no reafon all. Brute violence 
Alone thy plea, —What -the lead provocation^ 

Say, can ft thou but pretend ? 

Syp^, I needed none. 
Nature hac in ttiy being fown Ae feed* 
Of enmity to thine. — ^ Niiy , itwrk me this ; 
Couldft tjiou rcflofle »e to my ibrmer ftate, 
Strike off ihefc chains, ^Ive me *he fwcud ngadn, 
The fceptre, und tiie wide-obet34cnt war : 
Yet mufti iH!, imp^acaible to thee, 
Seek eagerly thy death, or ^ myfelf. 
Life cannot held us both 1 ——Unequal god« ! • 
Who love to cBfiippoiBt fliankind, and take 
All vengeance to yourfelves ; why to the point 
Of my long-flattcr'd wi(hes did ye lift me, 
Then link me thus fo low ? JaR as I di«ew 
Thr glorious llrokc^at was to nvi\ke me happy. 
Why did you hhik my ftrong extended arm i 
Strike thedry fword unfated to the grounds 
But that to mock us is your criiel fport t 
What elfc is human lilc ? 

Ma/\ Thus always joi&'d 
With an inhuman heart, and brutal mnaiien, 

f# 
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Is irreltgion to the ruling gods ; ' 
Whofe tchemes our peeviSi ignorance arraigM,. 
Our thoughtlefs pride.-r — Thy lofl conditioni^SypluC^i 
Is nothing to the tumult of thy brcaft* 
There lies thci fting of evil, there the drop 
That poifons nature**— Ye myderigus powert 
Whofe ways are ever-gracious, eyer-juft| 
Asi ye think wiic&f beu, ' difpofe of me ; . 
Bu^ whether thro' your gloomy depths I wander^v 
. Or on your mountains walk ; give me the calm 
The fteady, fmiling (bul ; where wifdom ihe^^. 
Eternal funlhine and eternal joy^ . 
Then, if misfortune comes, (he brings along 
The braveft virtues. And fo many great 
Dluftrious fpirits*have conversed with woe, 
(The pride of adverfe fate ! ) as are enough 
Toconfecrate dilh%fs,.and make even death 
Ambition* 

S^b4 Torture ! Racks ! The common trick>- 
Of infolent fucbefs, unfufferiug pride, 
This prate of patience, .and. I know not what; 
*Ti8 all a lie^ imprafticable rant ; 
And only tends to m^e me fcorn thee more^. 
But why this talk ? In mercy fend me hence ;[ 
Yet— rere I go— Oh ^ fave me from diHra^ioa ! ' 
I know^ hot yovith^ thou burned fproiy q^een ;> 
But,. by the majefty of ruin'd kings,. 
Anil that com manding glory which f urroundsher,- 
I charge thee, touch her not . ! 

Ma/l No, Syphax, no. 
Thouneed'ft not^hargeme* ^Thatwere nKaaindfeed,* 
A triumph that to th^e. But could I ftoop. 
Again to love her ; Thou^ what right had thou^^ 
A captive to her bed ?' Nor life, .nor queen, > 
Nor ought a captive has. All laws in this, 
Koman and Carthaginian, all agree. 

Syph. Hcre,iiere, begins the bittemefs of death ! 
Here my chains^^rmd me firft ! . 

Ma/. Poor Sophoniiba ! . 
She too becomes ^he prize of conquering Rome ;». » • 
Whst.mod her'heart abhors. Alas, how hard 
WiU* ftarery fit on her exalted foul I 

B 3 H6^ 



How piteous hard ! But, if I )(now.her well^ 

She never will dodure it^ (he will die. 

For not a RoixMin barns with nolblcr andor^ 

A higher fei«fe of liberty , tha^ flic ; 

And tho* fhe marry'd ttiCC, her only ftain^ 

Falfe to my yeuth, and fahhjcfs to my vows ; 

Yet 1 muft own it, horn a worthy caulfe, • 

From public fpirit, did herfauk proceed. 

Syfh. Blue plagues, ^nd poifon on thy mcddltttgtoj^tie f 
Talk not •f her ; for every word of her 
Is a keen dagger, gi^nding thFo'tny heart. 
Oh, fora.londy dangeon ! whctc i rather 
Would talk with my own groaas, and great terengc^ 
Than in the maftfions oif t^ bleft with thee. 
Hell! Whithermuftlgo? . 

Ma/. Unhappy man ! 
And ie thy bread dcterminM againft peace. 
On comfort fliut? 
^pb. On all»but death, from thee* 
Ma/l Narva, be Syphax thy peculiar care j 
And ufe him well \vith tenderneis and h<Hiour. . 
* This evening Lairu8„ and to morrow Scipio, 
To Cirthacome. Then let the Romans take 
Their prifoner. 

Sypb. Ther^ fliine s a gleam of hope 
Acrofs the gtoom — ^From thee dc!iver*d !-^Ea(fc {fighter t 
Breathes in that thoi>ght— Lead jon— My heart grows 
MafiDiila aiane, [E^eHni^ 

Ma/. What dreadful havoc in the hunian breau 
The paffions make, when unconfinM, and mac^ 
They bur ft unguidedbr theioental eye. 
The light of reafon ; which in v^irious. *ym 
Points them to gpod, or turns them back Tromill« 
O fave me from the tumult of the foult 

From the wild beafts wkhin ! For circling ftnds, 

When the fwift wdirfwmd whelms them o*cr the lapds^ 
The roaring dectps that to the clouds arlfe, 
While thwarting thick the nungled lightning Hits ; 
The monfter-brood to which this lapd gives birth» 
The blazing city, aad the |;aping earth $ 
All deaths, aR tortures, in one pane combin''4^ 
Are gentle ^to the tempeft pf the mmd. ^Exiu 

End of the Fi&|t Act. 
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A C T IL 

S^ter MsifioifGi and Nanra^ 

Masinissa. 
>^-pvjS t^ue, my fnendy {farxti^d^ 

X Thou j;ood old man, by whoBS itiy youth was 
The firm companion of my various life, 
I own, 'tis true^ that Sophonilba's image 
Lives in my bofom flill ; and at -each glance 
1 take infecret of the bright idea, . ° 

A ilranee diforder feizes on my foul. 
Which bums with ftronger gtory. "Need I fay^ 
How once (he had my vows ? Till Scipio camef. 
RefifHefs man ! like a deicending god, 
And fnatch'd me from the Ca^rth^ginian fide 
To nobler Rome; beneath whofe kurel^ biiow;^ 
And ample eye, the nations grow polite, 
Humane and happy. Then thou may *ft remiembe% 
Such is this woman's high impetuous fpirity 
That all-controulmg loi^e (be bears her country,, ' 
Her Carthage ; that at tEis (he facrificM 
To Syphax, unbelov'd, her bloonwng years^ 
And won him off from Rome. 

Nor. My generous prince t 
Applauding Afric of thy choice approves* 
Fame claps her wings^ and viitue^ fmiles on thc^ 
Of peace thou foft'ner, and thou foul of wftr I 
But Oh 9 beware of that fair foe toglorv^ 
Woman ! and mofi of Carthaginian womaa f 
Who has not heard of fetal Punic jguile ? 
Of their fly con^ueds ? their inCdious leaguei f 
Their Afdrubals. ? their Hannibals ? with diX 
Their wily heroes ? Aud, if fuch their Otfftj 
What muu thpr women be ? 

Ma/l You maks me fmile. 
I thank thy honeft zeal. But nei^er drend 
The firmnefi of my Ii«art» my &XQn^MXUdme»t^ 

Severn 
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Serere to Rome, to Scipioi and to gbry.- 
Indeed, I cannot, would not quite forget 
, The grace of Sophonilba ; how (he look'd^ 
And talk'd, and mov'd, a Pallas, or a Juno ! 
Accompliih'd eveir m triflbs, wtien' (he flopped 
, Ambition's flight, and with afoften*d eye 
Gave her quick fpirit int6|;ayer life, 
Then every word was livehnefs, abd wit ; 
We heard the Murcs^^fong ; and the dance fwan^^ 
Thro' all the maze of harmony^ 1 flatter not, 
Belieire me, Narva ; yet my panting foul*. 
To Scipio takenjn^ the fair purfuit 
Of fame, and for my people's happinefs,. 
Refign'd thi6 Sophonifha ; and tho' now 
CbnSrain'd by fbft neceflSty to fee her,. 
And (he a captive in my power, will fUll 
Refign her, 

^r. Let me notdbubtthy fortitude,. 
My Mafinifia, thy exalted purpofe 
Not to be loft in love ^ but, ah J we know no^. 
Oft, till experience iighs it to the foul, 
The boundlefs witchcraft of enfnaring woman. 
And our own flippery hearts. Fix)m Scipio leara^. 
The temperance of heroes- I'll recount 
Th* inflrui^ivc ftory^ what thefe eyes beheld ;. 
Perhaps you've heard it ; but 'tis plcaling ftill,, 
Tho*" told a thoufand times. 

Maf^ I burn to hear. it- 
Loft by my late misfortunes in the defart,, 
I liv'd a ft ranger fo the voice of fame, 
^ To Scipio's !aft exploits. Exalt me now. 

Great actons raife'the mind. But when afrietid,. 
A Scipio does them ; then with>more than wonder,.. 
Even with a forV-of vanity we liften.. 

JVifr. When to his glorious, firft eflay in war. 
New Carthage fell ; there all the flower of Spain . 
. Were kept in hoftage ; a full field prefenting, 
For Scipio's generofity to ftiine. 
And then it was, that when the hero heard 
How I to thee bclong'd, he with to^ gifts, , 
And itiendhr words difmifs'd roe« 

Majl 



Ifaf. I remember. ^ 
And in his feirour that itnprcfs'd mc fifft. 
But to thy ftoiy. 

^«r. What with adroimion 
Struck every heart, was this — A noble vlrpn, 
Confpicuous fer o'er all the captive dames, 
Wa« mark'd the GeneraTs prke. She wept, arid blutb^ilt 
Young, fre(h, and blooming like the morn. An eye. 
As when the blae iky trembles thro* a doud 
Of purcft white. A fecret charni combinM 
Her features, and infused enchantment thro^ them* 

Her ihape was harmony. Bat eloquence 

Beneath her beauty fails ; which feem'd, on purpofe^ 
PourM out by lavifti nature, that mankind 
Might fee this a<5tion in its higbeil luilre. 
Soft, as (bepafsM along, with downcaft eyes. 
Where gentle forrow fweird, and now and thea 
Dropt o'er her modcft cheek a trickling teal"; 
Thelloman legions latiguifh^d ; and hard war 
ftlt more than pity. Even Scipio's fclf. 
As on bis high tribunal raisM he fat, 
Turn'dfrom the piercing %ht, and chiding; aik^il 
His officers, if by this gin jrheymeBnt 
To cloud his glory in its very dawn. 

3fo/:Oh, gods \ my .fluttering hean ! On^^ftopnot, Nanrt* 

^tfT. She cpieittonM of her birth, in trembling tceents. 
With tears and blufhes broken, told her tale. 
But when he found her royally defcp nded, 
Of her aid xraptrve parenPB the fole joy j , 
And that a haplefs Celtiberian prince, 
Her lover and belov*d, ibrgot his chains, 
His lod dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender foul ; fudden the heart 
Of this young, conquering, loving, godJike Konun 
Felt all the great tiivinity of virtue : 
His wilhing youth flood check'd, his tempting powcr^ 
By infinite humanity ■ . .. ■■ 

Maf. Well, well; 
And then! 

■ATtfr. Difdaining guilty doubt, at onCc 
He for her j^iicn^s and her lover call'd. 

Tfet 
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The various fcenc imagioe : how his troops 
Look'd dubious on, ana wonder'd what he meant t 
While ftretch'd below the trembling fuppHants lay ^ 
RackM by a thoufand minglingpaffions , fcar^ 
Hope, je&Ioufy, difdaioy fubmimon, gnef. 
Anxiety, and love in every fliape* 
'To thefe as different fentiments fuccceded, 
As mixt emotions, when the man divine 
Thus the dread filencc to the lover broke^ 
We both are young, both charmM. The right of war 
Has put thy beauteous miflrefs in my power ; 
With whom I could, in the moftfacredries, 
Live out a happy life : but know that Romans 
^heir hearts as well aa enemies can conquer. 
Then take her to thy ibul ; and with.her take 
Thy liberty and kingdom^ In return 
I aik but tiiis. When you behold thefe eyes, 
Thefe charms, with tranfport ;. be a friend to Ronie-. 
Maf. There fpoke the foul of Scipio — But the lovers-* 
Nan Joy and extatic wonder hew them mute ; 
While the loud camp, and all the cluft'ring crowd. 
That hung around,, rang widi repeated (houts. 
Fame took th' alarm, and thro* refounding Spaii^ 
Blew faft the fair report : which^ more than arma^ 
Admiring nations to the Romans gain'd. 
* Ma/. My friepd in glory ! thy awakenM prince 
Springs at thy faithful tale« It fires my foul,. 
And nerves each thought anew ; apt aft perhaps^ 
Too much, too much to flacken into love. ^ 

But now the foft oppreffion flies ; and all 
My n[iountmg powers expand to deeds like thme^ 
Thou pattern and infpirer of my fame, 
Scipio, thou firft of men, and bef! of friends! , * 

' What man of foul would live, my Narva, breathe: 
This idle-puffing clement ; and run. 
Day after day, the dill -returning round 
Of life's mean offices, and fickly joys; 
But in compaffion to mankind > to be 
A guardian god below? to dillipate 
An ardent being in heroic aims? 
Do fomethittg vailly great like what you told f 
Sotiiething to isuie hiro o^er the groveling herd. 

Mai 
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I Aii3 make htm (hinc for ever ?— Oh, my fneod ! 

Bleed every rein a!!>out rae ; creiy nerve 
; With anguifh tremble ; every linew ake ; 
; Be toil familiar to my timbs ; ambition 

Mix all my thoughts in an inceilant whirl ; 
I The third dme may I lofe my kingdom i and agala 
I Wander die falfe inhofpitable Syrts ; 
; Yet Oh, ye liberal gods ! in rich award, 
I And ample (I recompence—— I alk no more 
^ Share me the wreath of fame from Scipio's brow ! 

Bat fee, (he comes !* mark her majefticport. 
^ Enitr Sophonllba anJ Phoenifla, 

^(^l Behold, vidorious prince ! the fcene rerer«M ; 

And Sophonilba kneeling here ; a captive, 

O'erwhom the gods, thy fortune, and thy virtue. 

Have g^ven unqueftion'd power of life and death* 

If fuch a one may raife her fuppliant voice, 

Once m\]fic to thy ear ; if (lie may touch 

Thy knee, thy purple, and thy vi dor-hand; 

Oh, Men, MafmifTa! Let thy foul 

Intenfely liften ! While I fervent pray, 

Andftrong adjure thee, by that regal ftare. 

In which wit b equal pomp we lately (hone ! , . 

By the Numidian name, our common boa^ ! 

And by thofe houihold gods ! who may, I wi(h, 

With better omens take thee to this palace. 

Than Syphar hence they fent. As ia thy pleafui^^ 

In all befide, determine of my fate. 

This, this alone I beg. Never, Oh, never ! 

into the cruel, proud, and hated power 

Of Romans let me fall. Since angry heaven 

Will have it fo, that I mufl be a (lave, 

And that a galling chain mufl bind thefe hands ; 

it were feme little foftening in my doom, 

To call a kindred fon of the fame clime, 

A native of Numidia, my lord. 

But if thou canfl not fave me from the Romans, 

If this fad fevouT be beyond thy power; 

At leail to give me death is what thou canft* . 

Here ftrike— — My naked bofom courts thy fwoid ; 

And my la& breath ihall blefs thee, MaEniiTa ! 
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Maf. Rlfei 8ophonHba, rife. To fee thee that 
■ Is a revenge I fcorn^ aod'atl the man 
Within me, though much injur'd by tHy pride^ 
And fpirit too tempeftuou^ for thy fex,. 
Yetbluihei tobehofctthus at my feet, 
^Thu8 |)roft*iteLlow, her, for whom kings have kneerd^» 
The faircll, but the falfefl: of her fcx.. 

Soph. Spare thy reproach 'Tis cruet tbuuo lofc" 

In rankling dffcord^y and ungenerous llrjfe. 
The few remaining moments that divide mc , 
From the laft cvil^ bondage— Roman bondage ! 
Yes, fliut thy hcarragaic& me ; fhut thy heart 
Againfl t:o'mpiiron, every human thought. 
Even recollected love : yet know, rafh youth \ 
That when thou fceftmcfwen their lofty triumph,^ 
Thou feeft thjpfctf in me. This is my day ; 
To morrow may' be fhioe. But here, affur'd,, 
Here will I lie on this vile earth, forlorn, 
Of hopeabandon'd^ fince defpi&'d' by thee; 
* Thefe locks^ all loofe and fordid in the dull ; 
This fullied bofom growing to the ground, 
ScorchM up with anguifh, and of every (hapc. 
Of mifery full : till comes the foldiec nercje* 
From recent blood f and, in tfty very eye. 
Lays raging his rude fanguinary grafp 
On thefe weak limbs ^ and clinches tlvemin chains* 
Then if no firteiwHy ft6e^, no nedtar'd draught 
Of deadly poifon, can enlarge my foul; 
It will indignant burftfrom* a flavc's body ; 
And, join'd to jnighty Didd, fcorn ye all. , 

Maf. Oh, Sophonifbaf Ms not fafetoheai: thee; 
And I miilook my hearty to trull it thus. 
Hence, let me fly. - 

Sifb. You (hall not, Mafinifla ! 
Here will I hold you, tremble here for ever ; 
Here unremitting^row, till you confent. 
And can'ft thou thmlt, Oh ! canfl thou think toleave me 2 
Expos'd, dcfcnceiefs, wretched, here alone ? 
A prey to Romans fluihM with blood and coD(}ii«ft ? 
The fubje^l 06 their fcorn or bafer love ? 
Sure iVIafiniira camior; and, tho'cbang'd, 
Tho* cold as that averted look he wears ; 

Sure 
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Sure lore can ne'er in generous breads be loft 
To that degree, as not trom fiiame and outrage 
To fave what once they lovM. 

Ma/l Enchantment ! Madnefe J 
\Vhat woiildll iho\i, Sophonifba ?— — Oh, my heart ! 
My treacherous heart ! ' 

Sep/j. What would I, MafifliflU 
My mean requed fits blufhing on my cheelc. 
To be thy flavc, young Prince, is what I beg ; 
Here Sophonifba kneels to be thy flave ; 
Yet kneels in vain. But thouVt a Have thyfelf, 
And canft not from the Romans fave one woman ; 
Her, wVio whs once the triuniph of tliy foul, 
Ere thty feduc'd it by their lying glory. 
Immortal gods ! and am I fallen fo tow ? 
ScornM by a I6ver, by a flavc to Rome ? 
Nought can be worth thisbafencfs, liife nor empire* 
I loath me for it. On this kinder earth, 
Then leave me, leave me, todefpair and death. 

Mff. What means this confiidl with almighty nature?. 
With the whole warring heart P-r-Rife, quickly rife. 
In all the conquering majefly of charms ; 
O Sophonifba, rife ! while here I fwear, 
By the tremendous powers that rule mankind. 
By heaven, and earth, and hell, by love and glory, 
The Romans (hall not hurt you— —Romans cannot; 
For Rome is generous as the gods themfelves, 
And honoVirs, not infults, a generous foe. 
Yet fince you dread them, take this facred pledge, 
This hand of furety, by which kings arc boundj 
By which 1 hold you nii'ne, and vow to treat you 
With all the reverence due to ruin'd Hate, 
With all the foftnefs of remember'd love. 
All that can footli thy fate, and make thee happy, 

Sofi/j. 1 thank thee, Mafiniffi. Now the fame, 
The fame warm youth, exalted, full of foul. 
With whom, in happiei" days, I wont to pafs 
The fighing hour ; while dawning fair in love, 
All fong and fweetnefs, life fet joyous out, 
Ere the black tempeft of ambition rofe, 
And drove us different ways. TKusdrefs'd in war, 
In nodding plumes, o'ercafl: with fullen thought, 

C Witli 
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With purpos'd vengeance dark, I knew thee not ; 
But now breaks out the beauteous fun anew. 
The gay Numidian (hines who warm'd ine once, 
Whofc love was glory. Vain ideas, hence ! 
Long fince, my heart, to nobler paifions known, 
Has your acquaintance fcorn'd. 

Maf, Oh, while you.talk, 
Enchanting fair-one ! rJry deluded thought 
Runs back to days of love ; when fancy IHU 
Found worlds of beauty, ever rifing new 
To the tranfported eye ; when flattering hope 
Forn^'d endlefs profpedls of increafing blifs, 
And ilill the credulous heart believM them all, 
Even more than love could promife. But the fceije 
Is full of danger for a tainted eye ; ' 
I mui): not, dare not, will not look that way. 
Oh, hide it, wifdom, glory, from my view ! 
Or in fweet ruin I ihall (ink again. 
Dilafter clouds thy cheek ; thy colour goes. 
Retire, and from the troubles of the day 
Repofe thy weary foul, worn out with care, 
And rough unhappy thought. 

Soph. MayMaiiniiTa 
Ne'er want the goodnefs he has (hewn to me. \Exiu 

Maf. The danger's o'er ; I've heard the fyren's fong ; 
Yet ftill to gbry hold my lleady courle. 
1 mark'd thy kind concern, thy friendly fears, 
And own them juft ; for flie has beauty, Narva, 
So full, fo perfed, with fo great a foul 
Informed, fo pointed high with fpirit, 
As flrikes like lightning from the hand of Jove, 
And raifefe love to glory. 

Narva, Ah, my Prince ! 
Too true, it is too true ; her fatal charms 
Are; powerful, and to MaiinifTa's heart 
But know the way too well. And art thou fure, 
That the foft poifon, which within thy veins 
Lay unextinguiih'd, is not rouz'd anew ? 
Is not thi^moment working thro* thy foul ? 
Doft thou not love ? Confefs. 

Maf, What faid my friend, 

Of 
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Of poifon, love, of loving Sophonifba ? 
Yes, I admire her, wonder at her beauty ; 
And he who does noc is, as dull as earth, 
The cold, unanimated form of man,. 
Ere lighted up with the celellial fire. 
Where'er (he goes, ftill admiration gazes, 
Andliftens while Ihe talks* Even thou thyfelf. 
Who faw'ft her with the malice of a friend, 
Even thou thyfelf adrair'ft her. Doft thou not .^ 
Say, fpeak lincerely* 

Narva, ohe has charms indeed ; 
But has file charms like virtue ? Tho* majeftic. 
Does ihe command us? Is her force like glory ? 

Maf. All glory's in her eye ; Perfecftion thence 
Looks from his threue ; and on her ample brow ' 
Sits Majcily- Her features glow with life, 
Warm with hefoic foul: Her mien 1 (lie walj^^ 
As when a towering goddefs treads this earth. 
But when her language flows, when fuch a one 
Defcends to footii» to figh, to weep, to grafp 
The tot^ring knee, Oh, Nanra ! Narva, Oh t 
Expreffion here 18 dumb» 

Narva. Alas, my Lord \ 
Is this the talk of fober admiration ? ' 

Are thefe the failles of a heart at eafe ? 
Of Scipio's friend ? And was it the calm fcnfe 
Of fair perfection, that, while fhe kneel'd 
For what you rafhly promised, feiz'd your foul. 
Stole out in fecret tranfports from your eye, 
That writh'd you groaning round, and (hook your frame? 

Maf^ I tell thee once again, too cautious man. 
That when a woman begs, a matchlefs woman, 
A woman once belovM, a fallen queen, 
A Sophonifba 1 when fhe twines her charms 
Around our foul, and all her power of looks. 
Of tears, of fighs, of foftnefs, plays upon us, 
He's more or lefs than man who can refill her. 
For me, my fledfafl foul approves, nay, more. 
Exults in the protediion it has promised : 
And nought, tho' plighted honour did not bind me, . 
Shall fhake the happy purpoie of my heart ; 

C z Nought, 
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Nought, by th^ aveo^ng gods, who heard my royTf^ 
And hear me now again. 

Narva. And waa ic then 
For this you conciuer'd ? 

Ma/, Yes, and triumph in it. 
This was my fondeft wi(h, the vciy point, 
The plume of glory, the delicious prise 
Of bleeding years. And I had been a brute, 
A greater monder than Numidia breeds, 
A horror to myfelf, if, on the ground, 
Call vilely from me, I th' illuArious fair one 
Had left to bondag^f bitternefs, and deaths 
Nor is there ought in war worth what I fee), 
In pon^) and hollow ilate, likje this fweet fenfe 
Of infelt blifs, which the refledion gives me, 
Of faving thus fuch exjcrellencc and beauty 
From her fupreme abhorrence. 

Narva* Maiinifia, 
My friend, my royal Lord ! ala?, you illde, 
You fink frojn virtue ! Oii the gidciy brij^k 
Of fate yQM.$an4.. One ftejp, and all is lofl^f 

Ma/, No more, no more ! If thi^ ift o^^gl^ii^j 
If this, miilaken ! is forfakin^ virtufr 
And ruihing down the precipice, oif fa^^, 
Then down I go, fuc, t\t beyond thjC din 
Of fcrupulpus, i\f)\ p^eca^tioij^. L,ea,vc. n^, Narva | 
I want to be alof^, to &^ fome fliad^. 
Some folitary gloom, there to fhake o^ 
This weight of li(e, this tumult of n\afaHi|id|^ 
This fick; ambition, oa itfelJf recoiling. 
And there tqlifleii to the gentle voice. 
The figh of pe^pe, fomething, I know oot whup^ 
That whifpers tranfport tp my heart. FareweU [Sxii, 

Narva. Strupk, and he knows it not, So. when the 
Elate in heart, the warrior fcorns to yield, [field. 

The ftreamingblpod cs^i; fcarce cpnviiice his ey^Sj, 
Nor will he feel the- woui^d by which he dies* 

[£4?/Vw 



End of the Second Act, 

ACT 
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ACT III, 

Mafimila atone. 

IN vain I wander through the (hade for peace ^ 
*Ti8 with the cakn alone, the pure of hearty 
That there the goddefs talks— But in my breaft 
Some bufy thought^ fome fecret-eating pang. 
Throbs inexpremble ; and rowls from — What I 
From charm to charm, on Sophoniiba flill 
Earnefi-, int^nt^ devoted all to her. 
Oh, it muft out! — 'Pis love, almighty lovel 
Keturning on me with a Wronger tide. 
I'll doubt no more, but give it up to love. 
Come to my breaft, thou rofy-fmiling god \ 
Come unconfin'd i bring all thy joys along. 
All thy lbfc*cares,. and mix them copious nere«. 
But why invoke I thee ? Thy power is weak^ 
To Sophonifta^s eye 5 thy quiver jpoor. 
To the refiillefs lightning ot her form % 
And dull thy bare iniinuadng arts. 
To the fweet mazes of her flowing tongue^ 
Quick, let me fly to her ; and there forget 
Ihis tedious abfence, war, ambition, noife,. 
Even friendlhip's felf, the vanity of fame, 
And ail but love, for love is more than all.!. 

Enter Narva* 

Welcome again, my friend — ^Come nearer, I^anra;: 
Lend me thine arm, and I will teirthee all, 
Unfold my fecret heart, whofe. every pulfe 
With Sophoniiba beats. — Nay, hear me out— — 
Swift, as I mus'd, the conflagratibivrpread ; 
At once too flrong', too general, to be quench'd. 
I loTe, and I approve it, doat upon her, 
£ven think thefe minutes lofl I talk with thee. 
Heavens ! what emotions have poflefs'd my foul ! 
Snatched by a moment into years of paffiOn, 
Atfr. Ah, Mafinifla ! 

C I. mf,^ 
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Maf. Argue doc a^ainft me* 
Talk down the circling winds th;it li(t the defart ; 
And, touch*d by Heaven, when all the forefis blasCy 
Talk down the flame, but not my Wronger love. 
^ I have for love a thouOuf^vthqufand.reaions, 
Dear to the heart, and potent o'er the fouU 
My read}! thougb|E)| aH rifi^g^ reftlj^fs aU, 
Are a perpetuM fprjiQg^oC tendernefs ; 
^Oh. SoRboniib^ ISophpnilba. Oh L„ 

iVtf r. Is this. deceitful day then come to i 



> nou^t ?' 
This day, .thfU fet th^ on, a dpuble throve ? 
That gave thee^ypbfix chain'd, thy deadly foe ? 
With perfect conqueft crown'd thoe, p^rfedt glory ? 
Is it fo fooniei:lipsfjd ? a^d does yon fun» 
Yon fettingiun, who tbi&fair morning faw thee 
Hide through tlU rank$ of long extended war^ 
As radiant 88 himfelf; withev;ery glance 
Wheeling the poiiitisd fi)e$ ; and, when the ftoroi 
Began, ^h^,tb^0 tread, the riling furge 
Of battle high» anddriveitoq the foe;* 
Does he now, bluiliipg, fee thee funk io w^a1( ? 
Caught in a fmile ? the captive of a look,? 
I cannot name it without tears* 

Maf. Aw2Ly ! 
I*m fick of war, of thjB deftroying trade, 
Smoothed o'er and gilded with the name of glory. 
Thou need'il not fpitttd.the martial field to me ; 
My happier eye»are tnrn'd another way, 
Sehold it not ; or, if they dp, behold it 
Shrunk up, far ofl^ a vifionary fcene ; 
As to tl(ew|ikxngmajQ appeara the. dream* 

T^ar. Or rather as realitift$ aj>pear, 
The virtue, pomp, afid digiuttjei^ of liffl. 
In lick difordifir'd, dreams^ 

Ma/. Thinknotlfqorn, 
The talk of heroe$,, when oppreiSoATages, 
And lawlefs violence /QO^founds the: woui* 
Who would noi.ble^ with tninfpoi:t for his country^ . 
Tear ever<dqarvr«l|^ioAfram bis he^rf. 
And greatly die,to.inak|p;a pepplcihappy) 
Ought not to tafte of happin€f8.hjmC^l.fy 
J^: js low-foul'd indeed-^oi fure, my friend^ 

There 
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There Is a tira« for lor^^ or life wer^c viie.! 

A fickly circle o£ r^^ohiag daya^ 

Led on by hopij* with fe^felefa kurry fillM, 

And.clo^'d-iiy difeppoitttmeifls. Round and rounds 

Still iKJpbB fof eve? wlieels t)i<5 daily cheat; 

Impudent hope ! unjoyous ntadoefi aU ! 

Till love comea D^^li^g i^s^ mth hi» kind hourft. 

His healing lips, his cordial fweets, hia carea. 

Infufing joy, his joys ineffable! . 

That makethe poor aeoowut oi life compldtey 

And jufti/y .the godft. 

Nar. Millaken prince, 
I blame not love. But— - 

Mqf. Slander not my pji0k>n« 
I've fuflfer'd thi^e too far.^—Take hcedv old JQftti.. 
Love will not bear an accusation, Narva. 

Nar» I'll Ipeak the truth, when truthand friend/hipcall^ 
Nor fear rhy frown unkind--— Thou: hail jaa right 
To-Sophioniiba ; flt^tbeloi^gs to Rome. 

Ma/. Ha f fliQ hthv^» to Romct— ^^Tia true-^-My 
Where have yoiiwtnder'd, nj»t/to thifdc of this ? [thougbif^ 
Think e'er I promis'd.? e'er I lov?di?— Gonfttfion I 
I know imt what. tO; fky^^li (houldrhave lov*d, , 
Though Jore.in-muttcnng thunder bad. forbid it. 
But Rome will nm reftife fo fmalhabooov 
Whofe gifts are kingdontt; Rome muftgrani: it- fure> 
One captive to my wijb, one^poor r«qucft^ 
So fmall to them, but, Qh, fo dear: ta m& ! 
Here let my: heart coalidei 

Nar, Del ufive love ! 
Through what wuld proje^ ia theffiaaticniind 
BeguilM.by th^e.i-^Aiid think^ibtfaati tha^the&omiuis^ 
The fenators of Romo^ thefo gods otTjeaxth, . 
Wife, fteady to thej-ight, feverdy' jufl^ 
All incorrupr, and like etemai fate 
Not to be mov'd^ willliflietiitotfac fi|[h: 
Of idle love ? The^^ whott their cxmrnxy^^cMi^ 
Who ktiow; no pain^ no tendemefs, aojoy^ . » 

But bid their children bked bcfom their eyes ; 
That they'll regard the light faatafliopiiiig^ 
Of a fond heart ? and withithy kingdofli gi^e theft 
Their mofbi2xxe(enttB)f9Q:$ fmaMkmtfbm^ikt. 

Like 
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Like Sypbax, to delude thee f ati4 the point 
. Of their own bounty on themfelves t» turn ? 
Thou canft not hope it fure, — Impoffiblc ! 

Maf, What (hall I do ? — Be now the friend «iLertedv 
For love and honour prefs me ; love and honour | 
All that is dear and excellent in life. 
All that or fooths the man or lifts the hero^ 
Bind my foul deep. 

Nar, Ralh was your vow, my Lord. 
I know not what to counfeL— When you ▼ow'd. 
You vow'd what was not in your power to grant ; 
And there fare Vis not binding. 

Ma/. Never ! Never ! 
Oh, never will I falfify that vow I 
E*er then, de(lru£tion feize me ! Yes, ye Romans,. 
If it be fo, there, take your kingdoms back. 
Your royal gewgaws, all for Sophonifta ! 
Hold — Let me think a while— It (hall be fo ! 
By all th'infpiring gods that prompt my thought t 
This very night (hall folemnia^ our vows j 
And the next joyous fun, that vifits Ahie^ 
See Sophonifba feated on my throne. 
Then if they fpare her not, — Not fpare my queen,— 
Perdition on their ftubborn pride call'd virtue ! 
Be theirs the world, but Sophoni&a mine ! 

Nat, And is it poffible, ye gods, that rule us 1 
Can MafinifTa, in his pride of youth. 
In his meridian glory (hining'wide. 
The light of Afric, and the friend of Scipio f 
He take a woman to the nuptial bed. 
Who (com'd him for a tjrrant, old and peevifh, 
His rancorous foe ; and gave her untoucli'd bloom^ 
Her fpring of charms, to Syphax I 
^ Ma/i Horrid friendfhip ! 
This, this, has thrown aferpent to my heart; 
While it o'erflow'd with tendernefs, with joy, 
With all the fweetnefs of exulting love. 
Now nought but gall is there,, and burning poifon !* 
Yes, it was fo !•— Curfe on her vain ambition ! 
What had her meddling fex to do with ftates ? 
The bufinefs of men ! For him I for Syphax ! 
Forfook for him ! my love foe his grofi paffion ! 



Thft^ 
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The thought is hell !-T^Ob, I bad treafur'd up 
A world o( indiknatioQ, years of (born ; 
But her fad fuppUant witchcraft footh'd it down. 
Where is fhe npw ? That it may burft upon her ; 
Eear her i^nbounded from me, down the torrent. 
Far, far away. ! And though, my plighted faith. 
Shall fave her from the Romans, yet to tell her, 
That I will. never, never fee her more ! 
Ha ! there ilie comes^-n^Pernicioui fair one !*-^L€^v« me* 

[£xit, Narva. 
Enter Sophooiiba. 

Sof/j. Forgive this quick return.— The rage, CQafufioa^ 
And mingled paifion^ of this lucUefs d^y. 
Made me forget another warm r^ueft 
I had to beg of generous Mafipiila ; 
For, Oh 1 -to whom, fave to the generous, caa 
The miferable fly ?— But much difturb'd 
You look, and fcqwl upon ove a denial* 
Repentance frowns on your contr^ifWd brow* 
Already, weary of my finking ^f^fr. 
You b^m t«^ d?oo|^; t^, for untoppy 8ypb« 
I (hall tmpl(3ire^ m vain* 

Mz/. For.Syphax? Veagfa^ce! 
And canft thou mention him ? Oh, grant VBtp breath ! 

Spfif. I know, young prince, ^w deep h^ haa pro- 
vok*dlthee; 
How keen he fought thy youth ; through what a fire 
Of great diftrefs, froa> which you come the brighter^ 
On dull indifferent obje^s, or perhaps 
Diflik'd a little, 'tis but common bounty 
To (hower relief; but when our bittereil foe 
Lies funk, difarm*d, and defolate,. then, then. 
To feel the mercies of a pitying God, 
To raife him from the duf^, and that bed way 
To triumph o'er him, is heroic goodnefs. 
Oh, let unhappy Syphax touch thy heart, 
Viftorious MafiniiTa ! 

Ma/. Monllrous this ! 
Still doft thou blaft me with that curfed name ! 
The very name thy confcious guilt Ihould (huo^ 
Oh, had he heap'd all ills upon my head,.. 
While it was young, and for the fiorm unfit; 
Had he but driven me from my native throne, 

From 
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From regal pomp and luxury, to dwell 
Among the foreil beads ; to bear the beam 
Of red Numldian funs, and the rank dew 
Of cold unfhelter'd nights ; to mix with wolves^ 
To hunt with hungry tygers for my prey, 
And thirft with Dipfas on the burning fand ; 
I could have thank 'd him for his angry lefibn ; 
The fair occadon that his rage afforded 
Of learning patience, fortitude, and hope, 
Still rifing ftrongcr on incumbent fate. 
And all that try'd humanity can dicfiate. . 
But there is one curs'd bitternefs behind^ 
One injury, the man can never pardon ; 
That fcorches up the tear in pity's eye. 
And even fweet mercy's felf converts to gall. 
I cannot — will not name it— Heart of anguifh I 
DqwQ I down ! 

Sofb, Ah ! whence this futlden ftprm ? this madnefs^ 
That hurries all thy foul. 

Ma/: And doft thou aik ? 
Afk thy own faithlefs heart; fnatch'd from my T0W8» 
From the warm wifhes of my fpringing youth, 
And given to that old hated monfler, Syphax» 
Perfidious Sophoni(b§ ! 

Sofh, Nay, no more* 
With too much truth I can return thy charge* 
Why did ft thou drive me to that cruel choice ? 
Why leave me, with my country, to deftru6tion ? 
Why break thy love, thy faith, and join theRbmans? 

Maf, By heavens ! the Romans were ray better genius^ 
Sav'd me from fate, and forjn'd my youth to glory ; 
But for the Romans I had been a favage, 
A wretch like Syphax, a forgotten thing. 
The tool of Carthage, 

Sofb, Meddle not with Carthage, 
Impatient youth, for that I will not bear ; 
Though here. I were a thoufand fold thy ilave* 
Not one bafe word of Carthage — on thy foul ! 

Ma/. How vain thy phrenzy ! Ga, command thy fiaves. 
Thy fools, thy Syp'haxes j but I will fpeak. 
Speak loud of Carthage, call it falfe, ungenerous, 

—Yet 
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-—Yet fliall I check mc, fince it is thy country ? 
While the Romans are the light, the glory— 

Sofi/j, Romans! 
Perdition to the Romans !— -and almoil 
On thee too — Romans are the fcourge 
Of the red world, deflroyers of mankind. 
The ruffians, ravagers or earth ; and all 
Beneath the fmooth diffimulating mafk 
Of juftice, and compaffion ; as if flave 
Was but another name for civiliz'd. 
All vengeance on tlie Romans !— While fair Carthage 
Unblemiih'd rifes on the bafe of commerce j 
And aiks of heaven nought but the general winds. 
And commoji tides, to carry plenty, joy, , 

Civility, and grandeur, round the world. - • 

Maf. No-more compare them 1 for the gods themfelves 
Declare for Rome, 

Soph, It was not always ^o. 
The gods declar'd for Hannibal ; when Italy 
Blaz'd all around him, all her flreams ran blood. 
All her incarnate vales were vile with death ; 
And wheh at Trebia, Thrafymene, and Cannae, 
The Carthaginian fwprd with Roman blood 
Was drunk — (Jh, that he then, on that dread day, . 
While lifelefs confternation blacken'd Rome, 
Had raz'd th' accurfed city to the ground. 
And fav'd the world !— When will it comp. againi 
A day fo glorious, and fo big with vengeance, 
On thofe my Ibul abhors ? 

Maf, Avert it, heaven ! 
The Romans not endave, but fave the world 
From Carthaginian rage. 

Soph, I'll bear no more ! 
Nor tendcrnefs, nor life, nor liberty. 
Nothing (hall make mc bear it. — Perifh, Rome ! 
And all her menial friends ! — Yes, rather, rather, 
Detefted as ye are, ye Romans, take me, 
Oh, pitying take me to your nobler chains ! 
And fave me from this abjedl youth, your flave ! 
—How canft thou kill me thus ? 

Maf. I meant it nou 
I only meant to tell thee, haughty fair one ! 

Howr 
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How tliis albne might bind tnc to the Romans ; 
That, in a frail and Aiding hour, they fnatch'd mc 
From the perdition of thy love ; which fell, 
Like baleful lightning, Wh^re I mod could wifli, 
And prov'd deftrudion to my mortal fdc. 
Oh, pleafing! fortunatfe! 

Sfffh, 1 thank tbetti too. 
By heavens I for onpe, I love th^m j fince they turn*d 
My better thoughft from thee, thou-*--^But I mil Hot 
Oivcthce the name, thy mfeaii fcrvility 
Frdm my juft fcorn deferves, 

Mif, Oh, freely caHtne 
By every name thy fury can infjwrfe ; 
Enrich me with contempt— I love no rtiibrc-** 
It will not hurt me, Sophoni(b^.-*-Lovc, 
Long fifece I gsvt it to the paffing wmds, 
And would not be a lover for the world. 
A lover is the very' fool of nattife ; 
Made lick by hts oWn vvaft«6nnefs of thought. 
His fever'd fancy : While to yOur own charrtis 
Imputing all, you fwcil with botihdlefs pride. 
Shame on the wretch ! who fhould be driven from liicn, 
To live with A^n flaves, in one (bk herd, 
All wretched, all ridiculous together. 
For me, this moment, here I mean to \rtd 
Farjew€l,^a glad ferewel to love and thee, 

Sofb. With all my fod, farewfel !— Yet, ere you go ; 
itnow that iny fpirit bxif ns as high as thine, 
As high t9 glory, and as low to love. 
Thy prprtiifes arc void ; and I abfolve thee, 
Herein the p^fence of the lifPniiig gods. 
Take thy repented vows — To proud Comtlia 
I'd rather be a flave, to Scipio's mother^ 
Than queen of all Numidi^, by the flavour 
Of him, who dares infult the helplefs thusi iPaafi^g, 
Still doft thou ftay ? BohbW me thei^ again, 
Hopelefs, and wild, a loft abandoned ikve. 
And now thy brutal purpofe muft be gain'd. 
Away, thou cruel, and ungenerous, go ! ' 

Ma/. No, not for worlds would I r6furiie my vow I 
Diflionour blaft me then 1 all kind of ills 
Fill up my cup of bittertiefe and ihame ! ' 

2 When 
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When I pcfign thee to triumphant Rome. 

Oh, lean not thus dejected to the ground ! 

The fight is naifery— What roots me here ? ^Jfil^* 

Alas! I Ijave urg'd my foolifli heart too CiX ; . 

And love deprefs'd recoils with greater force* 

©h, Sophonift)a ! 

Saf/j. By thy pride fhe dies. 
Inhuman prince ! 

ilfc/I Thine ia the.tonquqft^ nature ? 
By heaven und earth, I Cannot hold it more. 
Wretch that I was ! to cruib th' unhappy tlius ; 
The faircft too^ the dcareft of her fex ! 
For whom my foul could die !— Turn> quickly tum^. 
Oh, Sophoni^ ! my bclov'd J my glory 1 
Turn and forgive the violence of love, 
Of love that knows xk) bounds I . . 

S9p/j. Andean it be? 
Can that foft pfiflion prove fo Jierce of heart, 

Ason the tear^of mifery, the fighs 

Of death, to feaft ? to torture what it loves ? 

Ma/, Yes J it can be, thou goddefe.of my foul F 
Whofe each emotion is but varied Jov^ 

All over love, its powers, iits pafQons, al! : 

Its anger, indignation^ fury, love j . . 

Its pride, difdain, even deteftation, love ; 

And when it, wild, refolves to loVe no more, 

Then is the triumph of exceffive love. 

Pldft thou not mark me ? Mark the dubious rage. 

That tore my heart with anguifh wliilc I talk'd ? 

Thou didd ; and mud forgive fo kind a fault* 

What would thy trembling lips ? 
So/tb, That! muftdi^. 

For fuch another florm,' fo much contempt 

Thrown out on Carthage, (o much praife on Roiie, 

Were worfe than cieath* Why (hould I longer tire 

My weary fate ? The mod relentlcfs Roman 

What could he njore ^ 
Maf. Ob, Sophoiilfta, hear! 

See me rhy fuppl-iant now. Talk not of dea h« 

I have n& life bat thee,. Alas, alas 1 

Hadft thou a little roiideynefs for in e, 

The fmalicft part of what I fcelj ibpu woaldft-*— 

D V What 
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What wouldft thou not forgive ? But how iodeed 
How can I bope it ? Yet I from this moment. 
Will fo devote my being to thy pleafurc, 
So live alone to gain thee ; that thou muft| 
If there is human nature in thy breaft, 
Feel foroe relenting warmth. 
Sof>6. Well, well, 'tis paft. 
To be inexorable fuits not llaves. • 

Ma/, Spare, fpare that word ; it flabs me to the foul ; 
My crown, my life, and liberty are thine. 
Oh, give my pailion way ! My heart is full; 
OpprefsM by love ; and I could number tears 
With all the dews that fprinkle o*er the morn ; 
While thus with thee converling, thus with ibhee 
Even happy to diilreis.— ^Enough, enough, 
Have we been cheated by the tritfk of ftate. 
For Rome and Carthage fuifer'd much too long; 
And, led by gaudy phantoms, wander'd far» 
Far from our blifs : but now fince met again. 
Since here I hold thee, circle all perfetShon, 
The prize of life ! fince fate too preffes hard^ 
Since Rome and flaverydrive thee to the brink j 
Let this immediate night exchange our woes, 
Secure my blifs, our future fortunes blend, 
Set thee, the queen of beauty, on my throne^ 
And make it doubly mine. — A wretched gift 
To what my love could give I 
SofiL What! miarrythee? 
This night ? 

Ma/l Thou- dear one! yes, this very night, 
L^t injur'd Hymen have his rights reftor'd. 
And bind our broken vows.— Think, ferious think 
On what I pltad. A thoufand reafdns urge. 
Captivity diffolves thy former marriage ; 
And if- 'tis with the meanefl vulgar fo, ' 
Can Sophonifba to aflave, to Syphax, 
Tht moft exaltf d of her fex, be bound ? 
BeHdes it is the beft, perhaps fule way. 
To fave thee from the Romans ; and mud fure 
Bar their pretenfioos : or, if rtiin comes, 
To p<:iifli with thee is to perifti happy. 
A^JIf. Yet muft I fiill infia — ^ 
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■ 'Maf. It fhall be fo. 

I know tby purpofc ; U would plead for Syphax* 
He fliall have all, thou deareft ! (IwU have all, 
Crowns, trifles, kin^oms, all again, but thee, 
But thee, thou more than all ! 

Soph. Bear witnefs,' heaven ! [AJiJ$ 

This 18 alone for Carthage. 
[To him^l Gain'd by goodnefs, 
I may be thine. Expert no love, no (ighing* 
Perhaps, hereafter, I may learn again 
To hold thee dear. If on thefe terms thou canfl,^ 
Here take me, take me, to thy wiihes. 

Maf. yes, 
Yes, Soplioniiba ! a« a wretch takes life 
From off the bleeding rack.-— All wild withjoj", 
T)^us hold thee, prefs thee, to my bounding heart ; 
And blefs the bounteous gods. Can Heaven p;ive more } 
Oh, happy ! happy ! happy ! Come, my fair. 
This ready minute fees thy will performed ; 
Fipm Syphax knocks his chains ; and I my&lf^ 
Even in his favour, will requeil the Romans. 
Oh, thou h^ft fmil'd my pailions into peace ! 
So, while confIi6Ving winds embroird the feas. 
In perfed^ bloom, warm with immortal blood. 
Young Venus rear'd her o'er the raging flood ; 
She fmil'd around, like thine her beauties glow*d; 
"When fmooch, in gentle fwells, the furges flowM; 
Sunk, by degrees, mto a liquij plain ; 
And one bright calm fat trembling on the mainv 

End of the T)iiri> Act. 



ACT IV. 

Sophonifba 4mr</ PhoeniiTa. 

Phoenissa.. 

HAIL, c^ueen of Mafaefylia once again I 
And tair Maflylia join'd ! This rifing.day 
Saw Sophonifba, from the height of life,. 
Thrown ,to the very brink of flavery i 

D z State 
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Statt, honours, armies vanqui(hM j uothing left 
fiut her own gteat unconquerable mind. 
And yet, ere evening comes, to larger power 
Ueflor'd, I fee my royal friend ; anrflineel 
In grateful homage to the gods, and her. 
Ye powers, what awful changes often mark 
The fortunes of the great I 

Sof^,^ PhcenifTa, trut ; 
^Tis awful all, the wonderous work of fate. 
But, ah ! this fudden marriage damps my foul ; 
I like it not, that wild precipitance 
Of youth, that ardor, that impetuous ftream 
In which his love returned. Atiirft, my friend. 
He vainly ragM with difappointed love ; 
And, as the hafty ftorm fubtided, then 
To foftnefs varied, to returning fondncfs^ > 

Tofighs, to tears, to fupplicating vows j 
But ail his vows were idle, till at lad 
He (book my heart by Rome. To be his queen 
Could only fave me from their horrid power. 
And there is madnefs in that thought, enough 
In that 'drong thou^t alone, to make me run 
From nature. 

P/fopft, Was h notaufplcjous, l^fadam ? ^ 

Juft as we hopM ? juft as our wiflics plaTin'd ? 
Nor )et your Vpirit link. Your ferious hours, 
Wheoyou behold the Roman ravage check'd, 
From their enchantment Mafinifla freed, 
And Carthage mi ftrefs of the world again, 
This marriage will approve: then will it rife 
in all its glory, -virtuous, wife and greiat, 
While happy nations, then deliver d^ join 
Their loud acclaim. And, had the white occafion 
^eglefted flown, where now had been your hopes? 
Your liberty ? your country ? where your all ? 
Tiiink well of this^, think that, think ev^ry way^ 
And Sophonifba cannot but exult 
in what is dqne. 

Sof/j. So may my hopes fucceed ! 
As love alone to Carthage, to the public, 
f-ed me a marriage-vidtim to the temple. 
And juftifies my vowst Ha ! Syphax here! 

What 
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What would his rage with me ? Phaeniffii| flay,- 
But this one trial more — Heroic truth, 
Support me now ! ^ 

Enter Syphax. 

^h. You fcem to fly me, Madam, 
To fhun my gratulattons. Here I come. 
To join the general joy ; and I, furc I, 
Who have to dotage, have to ruin lovM you, 
Mufl take a tender part in your fuccefs, 
In your recover'd ftatc. 

StiipS. 'Tis very well. 
I thank you. Sir. 

Syf>b. And gentle MafiniiTa, ^ 
Say, will he prove a very coming fool t 
All pliant, all devoted to your will ? 
A glorious wretch, like Syphax? Ha ! not raov'd I 
Speak, thou perfidious ! Canfl thou bear it thus ? 
With fuch a fteady countenance ? Canft thou 
Here fee the mai\ thou haft to grolly wrongM, . 
And yet not iink in (bame ? And yet notihake 
In every .guilty nerve ? 

Soph, What have I done, 
That I fliould tremble ? that I (hould not dare 
To bear thy prefcnce ? Was my heftrt tp bUme, 
I'd tremble for myfeif,* and not for thee, 
Proud man ! Nor would I live to be aftiam'd. 
My foul itfelf would die, could the lead iliamc 
On her unfpotted fame be juftly caft : 
For of all evils, to the generous, (liame 
Is the laft deadly pang. But you behold 
My late engagement with a jedious, falfe. 
And felfilh eye. 

Syph. Avenging Juno, hear ? 
And canft thou think to juftify thyfelf ? 
I blufti to hear thee, traitrefs 1 

Soph. Oh, my foul ! 
Canft thou hear this, this bafe opprobrious language. 
And yet be tamely calm ?-— Well, well, for once 
It (hall hs fo— -in pity to thy madnels— 
Impatient fpirit. dawn !— Yes, Sypha:^, yes, 
Yes, I will greatly juftify myfelf; 
Even by the confortof the thundering Jove, 

D 3 Who 
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Who bilids the holy marriage-vow, be judg'd* 

And every pu^ic heart, not meanly loit 

3 n little low purfuits, to wretched Tdif 

Not all devoted, will abfolve me too, 

'iBut in the tempeft of the foul, when rag*, 

C<ou(i indignation, unattending pride, 

And jcaloufy confound it, how can then 

Tlie nobler pafBons, how caii ihcy be heard ? 

Yjit let me tell thee—— • - 

Sy^/j. Thou canft tell me nought. 
Away ! away ! -noughfbut illulion, 'faifliood— • 

So/>/?, My heart will buril, in honour to myfetf, 
5f hcie I fpeak not ; though thy rage, I know, 
Can never be convinc'd, yet fliall it be 
Confouoded."-And muft I renounce nw freedom f 
Forgo the power of doing general good? 
Muft yield myfelf the flave, the barbarous triumph 
Of infolent, ccfrag'd, inveterate Rome ? 
And all for nothing 'but to grace thy fall ? 
>Tay by myfelf to perifli for thy pfeafure ? 
Tpr thee, the Romans may be mild to thee ; 
:But I, a Carthaginiati, I, whofe blood 
Holds unrelenting enmity to theirs ; 
Who havcmyfelf much hurt them, and who live 
Alone to work them woe ; ^ha^ what can I 
•JHope from their vengeance, 'but'the very dregs 
'Of the worft fate, the bitternefs of bondage? 
Tet thou, kind man, wouldfi: in thy generous love, 
Wojjldfl have me fufferthat ; be bound to thee, 
^pr that dire end alone, beyond the Hretch 
Of nature and of law. 

■^if/j, 'Confufion ! Law1 
f know the laws permit thee, the grofs laws 
That rule the vulgar. I'm a captive, true ; 
^nd therefore may ft, thou plead a (hameful right 
To leave me to my, chains — But fay, thou bafe onc5 / 
•Ungrateful ! fay, for Whom am I a captive ? 
jj'or whom thcfe many years whh war, and death, 
3)efeat8, anddcfolation'have I liv'd? 
i^or whom hms battle after battle bled ? 
^or whom my crown, my kingdom, and my all, 
^tea vilely ca^ away ? -xor whom this day. 
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This very day, have I been ftain*d with (laughter. 

With yon laft reeking field ^— For one, ye godf. 

Who leaves me for the viftor, for the wi^tch 

t hold in utter endlefs dete^atioo. 

Fire! fury! hell! — Oh, I am richly paid! -«-* 

But thu6 it 18 to love a woman — Woman ! 

The fource of all difafter, all perdition i 

JMan io himfelf is focial, would be happy. 

Too happy ; but the goda, to keep him down^ 

>Curs'd htm with woman ! fond, enchanting, fmoetli^ 

And harmlefs-feeming woman ; while at heaiC 

All poifons, ferpeotSi tigers, furies, all 

That is deflru£tive, in one formxombin'd. 

And gilded o*er with beauty J 

Soph* Haplefb man ! 
1 pity thee ; this madnefs only Hirs 
JVIy Dofom to compaffion, not to raee* 
Think as you lift of our unhappy iex, 
Too much fubjedted to your tyrant force.^ 
Tet know that all, "we were not all, at lead, 
Torm'd for your trifles, for your wanton lioum 
-Our paffions xo^ can fometimes foar abovtf 
The houfhold taik affign-d us, can expand 
beyond the narrow fphere of families, 
And take in fiates into the panting heart, 
As well as youn, ye partial to yourfelves ! 
And this is my fopporr, ^fliyjoy, my glory. 
The confcience that my heart abhors ^1 bafend^ 
And of all bafenefs moft ingratitude. 
This fure affronted honour may declare, 
"With an unblu(hingrcheek. 

Syfh. Falfe, faifeas helll 
iiFalte as your fex ! when it pretends to virtue; 
You talk'of honour, confcience, patriotifin. 
•A female patriot!— Vanity ! — Abfurd ! 
Even doating dull credulity would laugh 
To fc jrn your talk. Was ever woman yet 
i|{ad any better purpde in her eye. 
Than how to pleafe her pride or wanton will? 
Hn various (hapes, and various manners, all. 
All the fame plagues, or opeui jor- conceal^ 
^The*bane of iifc-1 
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Soph. Mufti then, muft I, Syphax, 
Give thcc ft bitter proof of what I fay ? 
I urould not ie«m to heighten thy diftre(l, 
Not in the lealt infult thee ; thou an falleii. 
So fate fevere has will'd it, fallen by me. 
I therefore have been patient ; it^xxi another. 
Such language, fuch indignity, had iir'd 
My foul to madnefs. But fince driven fo far^ 
I mufl remind thy blind injuriovift rage 
Of our unhappy marriage. 

Syfh. Horror !--0h I 
Blot it, eternal night ! 

Soph. Allow me, Syphaa! 
Hear me but once ! If what I here declare 
Shines not with reafon and the cleared tru.th. 
May I be bafe, defpii'd, and dumb for ever! 
I pray thee think, when unpropitious Hymen 
Our hands united, how 1 fbod engag'd« 
I need not mention what full wpU thoo know*ft« 
But pray recall, was I not fiatter'd ? youog ? 
With blooming life elate, with the warm yeais 
Of vanity ? fun\ in a paffioa too. 
Which few refign ? Yet then I married thee, 
Bccaufe to Carthage deem*d a ilronger friend ; 
For that alone. On.thefe conditions, fay, 
Didft thou not take me, court me to thy throne ? 
Have I deceived thee fince ? Have I diitemblcd ? 
To gain one purpofe, e'er pretended what . 
I never felt ? Thou Can ft not fay 1 have. 
And if that principle, which then infpir*d 
My marrying thee, was rght, it cannot now 
Be wrong. Nay, (iiice my native city wants 
Ailiftance nvore, and finking calls for aid, 
Muft be more right 

Syph, This reafoning i* infult ! 

Soph, l*m forry that thou doft oblige me to it* 
Then in a word take my full -open 'd fOuU 
Ail love, but that of Carthage, I defpifc. 
I formerly to Mafinifta thee 
Prefen'd not, nor to ihee now Mafinifla, 
But Carthage to you both. And if preferring 
^houfands to one, a whole colleded people, 

4 All 
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AU nature^s tendernefs, whatever is facrcd, 

The libcity, the welfare of a ftatc, 

To oDe mau's frantic happinefs, be ihame ; 

Here, Syphax, I inrokc it on my head !- 

This fet afide i I, carelefs of iuyfelf, 

And, fcorning profperous ilate, bad ftill been thine, 

In all the depth of miferv proudly thine ! 

Bat fince the public good, the law fupremci 

Forbids it ; I will leave thee with a kingdom, 

The fame I found thee, or not reign myfelf. 

Alas ! I fee thee hurt^Why cam'il thou here^ 

Thus to inflame thee more i 

Syph. Why, forccrcfs ? Why? 
Thou complication «f all <leadly miichief ! 
Thou lying, foothing, fpecious, charming fury ! 
1*11 tell thee why— To breathe my great revenge ; 
To throw thi« load of burning madnefs from me ; 
To flab thee !— 

Soph. Hal 

Syph. And, %nnging from thy heart, 
To quench me witli thy blood ! [Phttttlfla int^p^tU 

Soph. Oh, give me way ! 
PhoenilTa, tempt not thou his brutal rage; 
Me, me, he dares not murder ; if he dares, 
Here let his fury flrike ; for I dane •die. 
What holds thy trembling point ? 

Phcen. Guards! < 

Scph, Seize the king. 
But look you treat him well, nrith all the SaXt 
His dignity demands. 

Syph, Goodnefs from thee 
Is the wojft death— The Roman trumpets ! — Hal. 
liow I bethink me, Rome will dome juflice. 
Yes, I fhall fee thee walk the flave of Rome ; 
Forget my wrongs, and glut me wvth the fight. 
Be that my bed revenge* 

Soph. Inhuman ! that, 
* If there is death in Afxlc, ihall not be. 
Enler Laelius. 

I^L Syphax ! alas, how fallen ! how changM \ from 
I here beheld thee once in pomp and fplendor; [what 
At (hat illuilrious interview, when Rome 

And 
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And Carthage met beneath thn very roof, 
♦Their two great generals, Afdrubal and Scipto, 
Td court thy fnendllup. Of the fame repsil 
Both gracefully partook, and both recli&'d 
On the fame couch ; for perfonal diftaftc 
And .hatred feldom burn between the brave* 
Then the fuperior virtues o^f the Koman 
Gain'd all thy heart. £ven AiGdrubai htmfelf, 
With admiration ibuck snd juft defpair, 
OwnM him as dreadful at the ibcial feaft 
As' in the hattle. This thou may'il remember ; 
And how thy faith was given before the gods^ 
And fwornandfeal'd to'Scipio ; yet how falfe 
Thou (ince hall prov'd, I need not noiw recounts 
But lei tjhy fufFerings for thy guilt utone, • 
The captive for the king. A RomtB tongue 
Scorns to purfue the triumphs of the £worA 
With mean upbraid! ngs. 



Syfb* L'lelius," 'tis too true. 
Surfe or 



.Curie on the cauie i 
. />/. But vhjer^ is MafiniiBi ? 
The brave young vidtor, the Nvmtdtim RomAfk 1 
Where is he, that my jey, mjr glad applaufot . 
From envy pure, may hail his happy ftate ? 
Why that contemptuous fmile ? 
• Syfh, Too credulous Roman ! 
I fmile to think how that this Maiiniila, 
This Rome-devoted hero, muft flill mofc 
Attract thy praiies by s^ late exploit. 
In every thing fuccefsful. 

L^L What is this ? 
Thefe public (houts ^ A ftrange unufual }ej 
O'er all the 'captive city blazes wide. 
What wanton riot reigns to-night in Cirthfl^ 
Within thefe conquered walls ? 

Syfh. This, Lselius, is 
A night of triumph o'er my con<|ueror, 
O'er MafiniiTa. 

lutL Mafinifla! How? 

§j^. Why he to-night is married to my Queen. 

'XW/ Impoffible 1 
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§^i&. Yes, (he, the fury ! (he, 
Who put the miptial torch into my hand. 
That fet my throne, my palace, and my kuigdom. 
All in a bUu&e. She now has feiz'd on him ; 
Will turn him foon ^om Rome. I know her power; 
Her lips difbil unconquerable potfon. 
Oh, glorious thought ! — Will link this hated youth| 
Will crufli him dejep, beneath the mighty j-uin 
Of falHng Carthage. 

LaL Can it be ? Amazement ! 

Syfh, Nay, learn it from himfelf. He comes— Aivay ! 
Ye tunes, fnatch me from his light ! for hell. 
Its tortures all are gentle to the prefence 
Of a triumphant rival* [£jr//. 

LteL What is man ? 

Enter MafinilTa. 

Maf^ Thou more th«n partner of this glorious day ! 
Which has from Carthage torn her chief fupport, 
And tottering left her, I rejoice to fee thee* 
To Cirtha welcome, Lariius* Thy brave legiona 
Now talle thefweet repofe by valour purchased'; 
This citv poors refrelhment on their toils. 
I ordered Narva ■ 

Latl. Thanies to AfafinilTa* 
All that is well. I here obfervM the King, 
But loofely guatded. Tru<^, indeed, from him 
There is not much to fear. The dangerous fpiHCy 
Still not unwonhy tear, our match lefs prize, 
Is his imperious Qu^p^ is Sophouifbn. 
The pride, the rajgc of Carthage live in her. 
How, where is Ihe ? 

Maf, She, Laclius ? In my care. 
Think not of her ; I'll anfwer for her condu6^. 

LaL Yes, if in chains. Till then, believe me, PrbcCy 
It were as hopetui anfvirering for the winds, 
That their broad pinions would not rouze the defart, 
Or that their darted lightning will be harmlefs. 
As promife peace from Her. But why fo dark ? 
You (hifc your place; your countenance grows warm. 
It is not uiuai 'his in MaimilTa. 
Pray, what offence can alkingfor the Queca', 
The Roman captive, give? 

Mi/. 
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Maf. Laellus, no more. ^ \ ^ , . 
You know my mamag€— Syphax has been buly. 
It 18 unkind to dally with my paffion. 

Lai. Ah, Mafinifla ! was it then for this, 
Thy hurry hither from the recent battle ? 
Is the firft inftance of the Roman bounty 
Thus, thus abusM ? They give thee back thy kingdoo*. 
And in return are of their captive robb d ; 
Of all they valued, Sophonilba. 

Maf. Robb'dl 
How,Laelius? RobbM! 

LaU Yes, Mafinifla, robbM. 
What is it elfe ? But I, this very night. 
Will hcreaflert the majefty of Rome, , 

And, mark me, tear her from the nuptial bed. 

Maf. Oh, gods 1 Oh, patience 1 As foon, fiery Roman,. 
A« foon thy rage might from her azure fphere 
Tear yonder moon. The man that feizes her, 
Shall fet his foot firft on my bleeding heart : 
Ofthatbefure. And is it thus ye treat 
Your firm allies ? Thus kings m friendOirp with you ? 
Of human palfions ftrip them ? Slaves indeed, 
If thus dcnyM the common privileges 
Of nature, what the weakeft creatures claim. 
A right to what they love. 

LaU Out, out ! For ftiame I 
This paffion makes thee blind. Here is a war, 
fWhich defolates the nations, has almoft ^ 

Laid wafte the world. How many widows, orpnans^ 
And love-lorn virgins pine for it in Rome ! 
Even her great fenate droops, her nobles fail. 
Her Circus flirinks, her every luftre thins ; 
Nature herfelf, by freauent prodigies. 
Seems at this havock of her works to ficken ; 
And our Aufonian plains are now become 
A horror to the fight. At each fad itep, ^ • 

B emcmbrance weeps. Yet her, the greatcft prize 
It hitherto had yielded ; her, whofe charms 
Ate only turn*d to whet its cruel point, 
Thou to thy wedded breaft haft taken her, 
Haft purchased thee her beau ies by a fea 
Of thyprote£kor'8 blood, and on a throne 

Set 
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Set licr, this day recover'd bj their arms. 

Canft thou th)ffelf, thou, think of it with patience ? 

Nor to a Romaft mention king, A Roman 

Would fcorn to b< a king. The Roman people 

Took liberty from owthc very dnft, 

And for great a^es urg'd it to the ikies. 

The dread of kii^s 1 

Maf. Be not fo haughty, Xra^Uus* 
It fcarce becomes the gentle ScipioH friend ; 
Suits not ihy wonted eafe, the tender. manners 
I ftill have mark'd in thee. I honour Rome ; 
But honour too myfelf, my vows, my Queen ; 
Nor will, nor can I tamely hear thee threaten 
To feize her like a flave. 

LaL IwiUbQca4m 
This thy rafhdeed, this unexpected ihock, 
Such a peculiar injury to me, ' 
Thy friend and fellow-foldier, has perhaps 
Snatch'd me too far : for hail: thou not difhonotirM, 
By this laft ardion, a fuccefsful war, 
Our common charge, entrufted us by Scipio } 

Maf, Ay, there it is. Has not thy vain ambition 
(Oh, wheveis friendihip !) plannM her for thy triumph ? 
To think on't, death ! to think it is diflionour. ^ 

Ak fuch a fight, the warrior's eye might wet 
His burning cheek ; and all the Roman matronSi 
Who Hne the laurel'd way, alham'd, and fad. 
Turn from a captive brighter thsm ihemfelves. 
But Scipio win be milder. 

LaL I difdain 
This thy furmife, and give it up to Scipio. 
Thofe paffiona are riot come;ly. Here to-morrow 
Comes the Proconful. Mean time, Mafiniflki 
Ah, harden not thyfelf in flattering hope ! 
Scipio is mild, but (leady^Ha ! the Queen. 
I think ihe hates a Roman^and will leave thee. \ExU% 
Enter Sophonifba. 

Sifhm Was not that Roman Laelius^ as I entered, 
Who parted gloomy hence ?" 

Ma/. Madam, th^ famq. . . 

ScpJif. Unhappy Afric ! fince thefe h3ugh.ty Romana 
Have in this lordly manner trod^hy courts. 

E Iread 
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I read his frefh. reproaches in thy face ; 

The leflbn'd pupil in thy fallen look, 

In that forc'd fmile which fickens on thy cheek. 

Ma/. Oh, fay not fo, thou rapture of jny foul • 
For while I fee thee, meditate thy charms, 
I fmile as cordial as the fun in May ; 
Deep from the heart, in every fenfe of joy, 
I fondly fmile, 

Sofh. Nay, tqll me, Mafinifla, 
How ftels their tyaanny, when 'tis brought home f 
When, lawlefs grown, it touches what is dear ? 
Pomp for a while may dazzle thoughilefs man, 
Falfe glory blind him ; but there is a time, 
Whenev'n the (lave in heart will fpurn his chains. 
Nor know fubiniffion more. What faid his pride ? 

Maf, His difappointroent for a moment only 
Burftin vain paffion, and— — 

So/)/j, You flood abalh'd ; 
You bore his threats, and tamely filent heard him. 
Heard the fierce Roman mark me for his triumph. 
Oh, bitter! 

Ma/, Banifh that unkind fufpicion. 
The thought enflam'd my foul. I vow*d my life, 
My laft Maflylian, to the fword, ere he 
Should touch thy freedom with the leafl diflionaur. 
But that from Scipio— 

Sofb, Scipio ! 

Ma/ That from him 

So^/). I teli thee, Mafinifla, if from him 
I gam my freedom, from myfelfconceal it. 
I Jhall difdain fuch freedom. 

Ma/ Sophonilba ! 
Thou all my heart holds precious ! doubt no more* 
Nor Rome, nor Scipio, nor a world combined 
Shall tear thee from me, till out-ftretch'd I lie, 
A namelefs wretch. 

So/>L If thy prote<^ion fails, 
Of this at lead be fure, be very fure, 
To give me timely death. 

Ma/ Ceafe thus to talk 
Of death, of Romans, of unkind ambition. 
My fofter thoughts thofe rugged themes refufc, 



Can 
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Can turn alone to love. All, all but thee, 
All nature is a paffing dreatii to me : 
Fix'd in my view, thou doll forever fliine, 
Thy form tonh-beaming from the foul divine. 
A fpjrit thine which mortals might adore ; 
Defpiling love, and theuce creating more. 
Thou the high paffions, I the tender prove ; 
Thy heart was form'd for glory, mine for love. 

[^Exeunt, 
' End of the Fourth Act. 



A C T V. 

' Enter Mafinifla and Narva. 

Masinissa. 

HAIL to the joyous day ! With purple c'ouds 
The whole horizjon glows. The breezy Spring 
Stands loofely floating on the mountain -top, 
And deals her fweets around. The fun toofeems. 
As confcious of my joy, with brighter eye 
To look abroad the world ; and all things fmile 
Like Sophoniiba. Love and friendfhip fure - 
Have mark'd this day from out their choicell floreSf 
For beauty raisM by dignity and virtue, 
With all the graces, all the loves embcllifh'd. 
Oh, Sophoniiba 's mine ! and Scipio comes ! 

Nar, My Lord, the trumpets fpeak his near approach* 
Maf. I want his fecret audience. Leave us, Narva. 

[Exit Nurvat 
Enter Scipio. 
Scipio i more welcome than my tongue can^peak ! 
Oh, greatly, dearly welcome ! 

Scipio. MaiinifTa, 
My heart beats back thy joy. A happy friend, 
With laurel grceti, with conqueft crowu*d, and glory ; 
Rais'd by his prudence, fortitude and valour, 
O'er all his foes ; and on his native throne, 
Amidft his refcn'd (houting fubjedts fet. 
Say, can the gods, in laviQi bounty, give 
A fiiiht more pleafing ? 

• - E a Ma/. 
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Maf, My great friend and patron. 
It was thy timely, thy reiloring arm, 
That brought me from the fearful defart»lifc, 
To live again in ftate, and purple fplendor. 
And now I wield the fceptre of my fathers. 
See my dear people from the tyrant's fcourgc, 
From Syphax freed ; I hear their glad applaufes ; 
And, to compleat my happinefs, have gain'd 
A friend worth all. Oh, gratitude, efteem, 
And love like mine, with whai divine delight 
Ye fill the heart ! 

Sci^io, Heroic youth ! tKy virttre 
Has earn'd whatever thy fortune can beftow* 
It was thy patience, Mafiniifa ; patience, 
A champion clad in Aeel, that in the watte 
Attended dill thy ftcp, and fav*d my friend 
For better days. What cannot patience do ? 
A preat defign is feldom fnat^h'd at once ; 
* Tis patience heaves it on. From farage nature 
*Tis patience that has built up human lire, 
The nurfe of arts ; and Rome exalts her head. 
An everlafting monument of patience. 

Maf. If I have that, or any virtue, Sciplo, 
*Tis copy'd all from thee. 

Scipie. No, Mafiniffa, 
*Tis all unbprrow'd ; the Ipontancous growth 
Of nature in thy breaft. Friendfhip, for once, 
Muft, tho' thou bluftie^, wear a liberal tongue ; 
Muft tell thee, noble youth, that long experience 
In councils, battles, many a hard event. 
Has found thee Hill To conftant, fo fincere, 
So wife, fo brave, fo generous, fo humane, 
So well attempered, and fo fitly turnM 
For what is either ^reat or good in life. 
As calls diflinguifh'd honour on thy country. 
And cannot but endear the6 to the Romans. 
For me, I think my labours all repaid, 
Mjr wars in Afric. MafinifTa's friend(hip 
omiles at my foul. Be that my dearcft triumph, 
To have affiftedthy forlorn eftate, 
And lent a happy hand in raifing thee 
To thy paternal throne, ufurp'd by Syphax. 

The 
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The greateft fervice could be done my country, 

Diftradted Afric, and mankind in general. 

Was aiding fure thy caufe. To put the power 

The public power, into the good man's hand. 

Is giving plenty, life, and joy to inillions. 

But has my friend, fince late we parted armies, 

Since he with Lslius a£ied fuch a brave, 

Aufpicious part againft the common foe, 

Has he been blamelefs quite ? Has he confider'd. 

How pleafure often on the jrouthful heart. 

Beneath the rofy, foft difguifc of love, 

(All fweetnefs, fmiles, and feeming innocence) 

Steals unperceiv'd, and lays the viaor tow ? 

I would nof, cannot put thee to the pain— — 

It pains me deeper— of the leaft reproach* 

Let thy too faithful memory fupply 

The relft. [Paufing,'] Thy filcnce, that deje<Etcd look^ 

That honeft colour fluIhingo*er thy cheeky 

Imjjart thy better foul. 

Maf. Oh, my good Lord ! 
Oh, Scipio ! love has feiz'd me, tyrant love 
Inth rails my fqul. I am undone by love. 

Scipia* And art thou then to ruin reconcil*d ? 
Tam'd to deftru6lioh ? Wilt thou be undone ? 
Refign the towcritig thought, the vaft defign. 
With future glories big J the warrioi-^s wreath. 
The glitteiing files, the trumpet *s fprightly clang,^ 
The praife of fenates, an applauding world, 
The patriot's Jdatuc, and the hero's triumph. 
All for a figh, all for a foft embrace, ^ 

For a gay tranfient faniJy , Mafinifla ? 
For ftiarae, my friend ! for honour's fake, for glory^ 
- Sit not with folded arms, defpairidg, weak. 
And carelefs alt, till certain ruin comes ; 
Like a fick virgin lighing to the gale. 
Unconquerable love ! 

Maf. How changed indeed t 
The time has been, when, fir'd from Scipio^s tongue^ 
My foul had mounted in a flara^i with his. 
Where is ambition flown ? Kopelefs attempt ! 
Can love like mine be quellM ? Can 1* foi-get 

E i, . What 
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What ftill pofleffes, charms my thoughts for ever ? 
Throw fcornful from me what I hold moil dear ? 
Not feel the force of excellence ? To joy 
Be dead, and undellghted with delight ? 

Soft ; let me think a moment No, no, no ! 

I am unqeual to thy virtue, Scipio. 

Scipio. Fie, M^finifla, fie ! By heavens, I blu(h 
At thydejci^ion, this degenerate language I 
What, perifli for a wom^n I ruin all. 
All the fair deeds which an admiring worltt 
Hopes from thy rifingday, only to footh 
A flubborn fancy, a luxurious will ! 
How muft it, think you, found in future ftory. 
Young Mafinifla was a virtuous prince. 
And Afric fmilM beneath his early ray ; 
But that a Carthaginian captive came. 
By whom untimefy in the common fate 
Of love he fell ? The wife wHl fcom thepa^e ; 
And all thy praife be fome fond maid exclaimmg. 
Where arc thofe lovers now ? — Oh, rather, rathef 9 
Had I ne*er feen the vital light of heaven, 
Than like the vulgar live, and like.them die I 
Ambition fickens at the very thought. 
To puff and budle here from day to day, 
Lofl in the paflions of inglotious life, 
Joys which the carelefs brutes poflefs above us; 
And when fome years, each duller than another. 
Are thuselapsM, in naufeous pangs to die. 
And pafs away, like thofe forgotten things^ 
That foon become as they had never been. 

Maf, And am I dead to this ? 

Scipio, The gods, young ijian, 
Who train up heroes in misfortune's fchool. 
Have (hook thee With adverfity, with each 
Illuflrious evil, that can ralfe, expand, 
.And fortify the mind. Thy rooted worth 
Has flood tbefc wint'ry blafls, grown Urongcr by thero» 
Shall then, in profpefous times^ while all is mild, 
All vernal, fair, and glory blows around thee,, 
dhall then the dead ferene of pleafure come, 
A»d lay thy faded honours in the duft ? 

Maf. O gentle Scipio ! fpore me^ fpare my weaknef^ 
1 Scipio 



SOPHONISBA. ss 

Sctpio, Reinember Hannibal— -^^(igtnlprdoFt 
A frefh example of deftrudiTe pleafure. 
He was the dread of nations, once of Rome, 
When from Bellona's bofom, nurs'd in campr. 
And hard with toil, he down the nigged Alpe 
Ru(h*d in a torrent over Italy ^ 
Unconcjuer'd, till the loofe delights of Capita 
Sunk his vi6torioi]» arm, ha genias broke, 
Perfum'd, and made a lover of the heto* 
And now he droops in Brattium, feai^d no roort^ 
Sinks on our borders, like a fcacter'd ftorm. 
Remember him, and yee refume thy fpirit^ 
Ere it is quite diflblv*d. 

Maf. Shdl S€ipio (loop 
Thus to regard, to teach mc unrdopi tbiis. 
And yet a flupid anguifh at ray heart 
Repel whatc'cf he fays ?*— Biit why, my Lord, 
Why fhould we kill the beil of palSoiigy love ^ 
It aids the hero, bids ambition rife^ 
Turns us to pleafe, infpires immorial. deeds. 
Even fofteiH brutes, and raake« the good more gpod»' 

Scifio. Th^re is a holy tendernefs indeed, 
A namelefs fympathy, a fountahn-lorey 
Branched infinite from psfrents to their chifdre*. 
From child to child, from kindred on to kindred, 
In various ftreams, from citizen to citiseti, 
From friend to friend, from man to man in ^eneral^ 
That binds, fupports, and fweetefis human hfe» 
But is thy paifion fuch ?— >^-^Liil, Mflfinsffi^ 
While I the hardeft office of a friend 
Difcharge, and, with a neceflary hand, 
A hand, tho' harlh at prefent, really tender, 
I paint this paffion. And if then thou dill 
Arc bene to footh it, I miift figbiag leave thee 
To what the gods ihink fit. 

Ma/, Oh, never, Scipio ! 
Oh, never leave me to my fell ! Speak on ; 
I dread, and yet defire thy friendly hand. 

Scipio. I hope that MaiimfTa- need not now 
Be told, how much his happinefs is mine ; 
With what a warm benevolence Fd fpring 
To raife. confirm it. topreveat' bis wiihM« 
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Oh, luxury to think ! — But while he rages^ 
Burns in a fever, (hall I let him quaff 
Delicious poifon for a cooling draughr, 
In foolifh pity to his thiril ? Shall I 
Let a fwift flame confume him as he fleeps, 
Becaufe his dreams are gay ? Shall I indulge 
A frenzy flafh'd from an infedious eye ? 
A fudden iropulfe, unapproved by reafon ; 
Nay, by thy cool deliberate thought condcmn'd^ 
Refolv'dagainii ? A paffion for a woman^ 
Who has abus'd thee bafely, left thy youth, 
Thy love, as fweet, as tender as the fpring< 
The blooming hero for the haughty tyrant ; 
And now who makes thy fheltenng arms alone 
Her laft retreat, to fave her from the vengeance^ 
Which even her very perfidy to thee 
Has brought upon her head ? — Nor is this all ; 
A woman, who will ply heir decpeftarts, 
(Ah, too prevailing ! as appears already) 
Will never reft, till Syphax* fate is thine ;. 
Till friendfhip weeping flies ; we join no more 
In glorious deeds, and thou fall oft* from Rome ? 
I too could add, that there is fomething mean. 
Inhuman in thy paflion. Does not Syphax, 
While thou rejoiceft, die ? The generous heart 
Should fcorn a pleafure which gives others pain.. 
If this, my friend, all this con fider'd deep. 
Alarm thee^ot, not rouzc thy refolution. 
And call the hero from his wanton iluaiber^ 
Then Mafiniffa's loft. 

Maf. Oh, I am pierc'd ! 
In every thoughr am pierc'd! 'Tis all too true— • 
I wifti i could refo^ it. Whither, whither, 
Thro* what enchanted wilds have I been wandering ? 
They fee m*d Ely fium, the delightful plains. 
The happy groves of heroes and of lovers. 
But the divinity that breathes in thee 
Has broke the charm, and I am in a defart, 
Far from the land of peace. It was but lately^ 
That a pure joyous calm o'erfpread roy foul. 
And reafon tun'd my paflions into blifs ; 
When love came hurrying in, and with rafli hand, 
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MixM them delirious, till they now fermerit 
'To mifery* There is no reafoning down 
This deep, deep anguifh, this continual pang : 
A thoufand things, whene'er my raptur'd thought 
Runs back a little. But I will not think<<— 
And yet I mufl. Oh, gods! that I could lofe 
What a fond few houils* mesnory has graiM 
On adamant ! 

Scipio. But one drong effi>rt mort. 
And the fair field is thine— A conquefl far 
Excelling that o'er Syphax, What remains, 
Since now thy madneis to thyfelf appears, 
But an immediate, manly refoution 
To ihake off this effeminate difeafe, 
Thefe foft ideas, which feduce thy foul, 
Make it all idle, unafpiring, weak, 
A fcene of dreams, to puff them to the windt. 
And be my former friend, thyfelf, AgKin« 
I joy to find thee touch'd by generous motivet, 
And that i need not bid thee recoiled 
Whofe awful property thou ha(l ufurp'd $ 
Need not afiure thee, that the Roman people^ 
Thefenators of Rome, will never fuffer 
A dangerous woman, chcfir devoted fee; 
A woman, whofe irre^^oble fptrit 
Has in great part fuilainM this bloody Wft^ 
Whofe charms corrupted Syphak fhmi their fide. 
And firVi embattled nations mto rage ; 
Will never fufier her, when gainM fo dear, 
To ruin thee too, taint thy faithftil brcaft, 
And Xindie future war. No, fate itfelf 
Is not more fleady to the right than they. 
And where the public good but feetns concernM^ 
No motive their impenetrable hearts, 
Nor fear nor tendernefs can touch^^-Stich is 
The fpirit that has raisM imperial Rome. 

Maf. Ah, killing truth ! B«t, I havepromisMj-Scipio, 
Have fworn to fave her fipoih the Roman power. 
My plighted faith is pai^d, my hand is given ; 
And, by the confcioua gods, who mark'd my voWs, 
The wholb united wor>d (hall never have hef ; 
For I wili die a thoufaad^ thoufand deathi, 

With 
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With all Mailylia in one field expire, 
Etc to the lowcft wretch, much more to her 
I love, to Sophonifba, to ray Queen,. 
I violate my word. 

Scipie, My heart approves 
Thy refolution, thy determin'd honour. 
For ever facred be thy word, and oath. 
Virtue by virtue will alone be clear'd. 
And fcorns the crooked methods of difhonouTr 
B'Jt, thus divided, how to keep thy faith 
At once to Rome and Sophonifba ; how 
To.fave her from our chains, and yet thyfelf 
From greater bondage : this thy fecret thought 
Can befl inform thee. 

MaJ\ Agony \ Diftra(5lion ! 

Thefc wilful tears Oh, look not on me, Scipio ! 

For Tm a child again. 

Scipio, Thy tears are no reproach. 
Tears oft look graceful on the manly cheek. 
The cruel cannot weep. Even friendfhip's eye 
Gives thee the drop it would refufe itfelf. 
I know 'tis hard, wounds every bleeding nerve 
About thy heart, thus to tear off thy paflion. 
But for that very rcafon, Mafinifla, 
*Tis hop'd from thee. The harder, thence refult* 
The greater glory. Why (hould we pretend 
To conquer, rule mankind, be firft in power. 
In gre.it afTsmblies, honour, place, and pleafure. 
While flaves at heart, while by fantadic turns 
Our frantic paffions rage ? The very thought 
Should turn our pomp to (hame, our fweet to bitter. 
And, when the fliouts of millions meet our ears, 
Whifper reproach. Oh, yeceleftial powers ! 
What is it, in a torrent of fuccefs. 
To bear down nations, and overflow the vrorld ? 
All your peculiar favour. Real glory 
Springs from the filent conqueft of ourfelves ; 
And without that, the conqueror is nought, 
Save the firft ilave. 1 hen rouze thee, Mafinifla ; 
Nor in one weaknefs all thy virtues lofe. 
And, Oh, beware of long, of vain repentance ! 

Maf, Well, wtll, no more — It is but dying too. [Exit, 

Scipio* 



SOPHONISBA. S9 

Sclpio. I wifli I haye not urgM the truth to rigour- 
There is a time when virtue grows fevere, 
Too much for nature,* aad even almofi cruel* 

Enter Lselius. 
Poor Mafinifla, Lxlius, is undone ; 
Betwixt his paffion and his reafon tofl 
In miferable confli^. 

LaL Entering, Scipio, 
He (hot athwart me, nor vouchfaf d one look* 
Hung on his clouded brow I mark'd defpair. 
And his eye glaring with feme dire refolve. 
Fail o'er his cheek too ran the hafty tear. 
It were great pity that he ihould be loft ! 

Scipiom By heavens, to lofe him were a (bock, as if 
I loH thee, Lselius, lofl my deareft brother, 
Bound up in friendfbip from our infant years. 
A thoufand lovely qualities endear him, % 

Only too warm of heart* 
LarL What (hall be done ? 
Seipio, Here let it reft, till time abates his paffion. 
Nature is nature, Lselius, let the wife 
Say what they pleafe. But, now, perhaps he dies— - 
Hafte, hafte, and give him hope. I have not time 
To tell thee what — Thy prudence will dired. 
Whatever is conliftent with my honour. 
My duty to the public, and my friendfhip 
To him himfelf, fay, promife, (hall be done* 
I hope returning reafon will prevent 
Our farther care. 
LaL I fly with joy. 
Sciph. His life 
Not only fare, but Sophoniftia's too ; 
For both, I fear, are in this paffion mix'd; 

LaL It (hall be done. ^^Exit, 

Sciph, If friendfliip pierces thus. 
When Love pours in his added violence, 
What are the pangs which Ma(iniira feels ! \^Exit. 

Enter Sophoni(ba and Phoeni(ra. 
Soph, Yes, Ma(ini(Ia loves me — Heavens, how fond ! 
But yet I know not what hangs on my fpirit, 
A difmal boding ; for this fatal Scipio, 
I dread kia Tirtues, this prevailing Roman, 

Even 
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Even noir, pefbttps, deludes tbe gsnevous King, 
Fires his ambition with miftaken glory, 
Demands me frona him ; for full well heknows^ 
That, while I live, I muft intend their ruin* 

Phcen. Madam, thefe fears ■ ■■ '■■ » 

Soph. And yet it cannot be. 
Can Scipio, whom ev'n hoftile feime proclaimi 
Of perfect honour, and of polifh'd manners. 
Smooth, arttul,, Winning, moderate, and wife. 
Make fuch a wild demand ? Or, if he could. 
Can MafinilTa grant it ? Give his Queen, 
Whom love and honour bind him to proteEt, 
Yield her a captive ta triumphant Rome ? 
'Tisbafenefs.to.furpeif^it; 'tis inhuman. 
What then remains ?-««<^uppore4hey fiiould refolve., 
£y right of wac^ to feiee me for their prize. 
Ay, there it kills ! What can his iingle arm, 
Againil the Roman power ; that very power 
By which he flands refior'd ? Diftrading thought ! 
Still o'er my head tbe rod of bondage hangs. 
Shame on my weaknefs ! This poor catching hope. 
This wa&fient talLe of joy, will only more 
Imbitter death. 

Phcen. A moment will decide* 
Madam, till then 

Sofh. Would I had dy'd before ! 
And am I dreaming here ? Here, from the Romans, 
Befeeching I may live to fwell their triumph } 
When my free fpirit fhould ere now have join'd 
That great aifembly, thofe devoted (hades. 
Who fcorn'd to live till liberty was loft. 
But ere their country fell, abhorr'd the light. 
Whence this pale ila.ve ? He tretnbles with his meiHige. 

Enter a Slave with a letter andp^ifon from MafinifTa. 

Slante. \Kneeling,'\ This, Madam, from the I(ling, and 

this. 
Soph. Ha! Stay—— [EeaJs the letter. 

Rejoice, PhornilTa ! give me joy, my friend ! 
For here is liberty. My fears are air. 
The hand of Rome can never touch me more. 
Hail, perfect freedom, bail ! 

Phitft. 
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Phan^ How, wlwti my Quceti ! ■ 
Ah ! what 18 this ? [Pciwtlng ii thept^ifon. 

Sopb. The firi): of bleffin^^ death. 

Phcen. Alto, alas i caitf I f ejoice in that ? 

St^b^ ^hift not thy colour at the found of death ; 
For death appears not in a'dr£afy light. 
Seem not a blank to mi!; a lofiiitgall 
Tl^ofe fond fenfations, thofe enchanting ditam8| 
Which chcat'sF toiling world from day to day. 
And form the whole of hapjnnefs they know. 
It is to me perfe^libn, ghny, trittm|>h. 
Nay, fondly would I chitie it^ tho* perfitaded 
It were a long daik night without a morning. 
To bondage rar prefer it ; imce it is 
Deliveranc&fi'oin a world whi^re Romans rul^. 
Where violence prevatb— * Ahd timely too— 
Before my coui|try Alls ; before I icel 
As many flripes, is many chains, and deaths, 
As there are lives in Carthage^ Glorious charter ! 
-By which I hold imstortal life and freedom ; 
Come, let fne read thee once' again -«^and then. 
To thy great purpol^* {^Remdsthektutaloud^ 

** B^fiiftffii to his (Jueeifi; 
** The gods kooW with whdi ptcafure 1 would have 
kept my fiith to Sophi)hifbk in anbther manner. But 
fince this fatal boWlcah alone deliver thee from the Ro- 
mans, calf to ittiikTlthy fdfh€r,thycc)untr^, that thou haft 
been the wife of d^o kings ; and aa up to the dilates of 
thyowaiieait; IwiU not long furvive thee.'* 

Oh, •tis wond'nms ^tVi \ 

Ye gods of death, who rule the Stygian gloom ! 

Ye who have greatly dyM ! I come, I come ! 

I die contented, fince I die a qvieen j 

By Rome untobch'd, nnfulUett bv their power; 

So much their terror^ that I mult not live. 

And thou, go tell the King, if this is all 

The nuptiii pfefcnt he can fend his bilde, 

I thank him for it; Bttt that dt^ath had worn 

An eaOer fade before I trufled him. 

His poifon, tcH him ttio, he might have fpar'd • 

Thcfirtimes may want it for himfelf, and X * 

^ Lire 
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Live not of fuch a cordial unprovided.^ 

Add^ hither had he come, I could hare taught 

Him how to die. I linger not, remember, 

I ftand not (hivering on the brink of life ; 

And, but thefe votive drops, which| grateful, thus, 

[Taiifig tbepof/ofu 
To Jove the high deliverer I ftcd, 
AiTure him that I drank it, drank it all. 
With an unalter'd (mile Away. \ Drinks, 

My friend, [r<> Phoen, 

In tears, my friend ! Difhonour not my death 

With womaniih complaints. Weep not for me. 

Weep for thyfelf PhoeniiTa, for thy country. 

But not for me. There is a certain hour, 

Which one would wifh all undlflurb'd and bright. 

No care, no forrow, no dejeiSted paffions, 

And that is when we die, when hence we go, ^ 

Ne'er to be feen again. Then let us fpread 

A bold escalted wing, and the laft voice 

We hear, be that of wonder and applauie. 

Phoen. Who with the patriot wUhes not to die ! 

Soph. And is the facred moment thea fo near ? 
The moment, when yon fun, thofe heavens, this earthy 
Hateful to me, polluted by the Romans, 
And all the bufy, flavilh race of men. 
Shall fink at once, and ftraight another flate. 
New fcenes, new joys, new faculties, new wonders, 
Kife on a fudden round ; but this the gods 
In clouds and horror wrap, or none would live. 
How liberal is death ! Methinks, I fcem 
To touch the happy (hore. Behind'me frowns 
A (lormy fea, with toffing mortkls thick ; 
While, unconfin'd and green, before me lies 
The land of blifs, and eyerlafling freedom ; 
Where walk the mighty dead, all of one mind^ 
One blooming fmile, one langui^, and one country. 
Oh, to be there ! My breaft begins to burn ; 
My tainted heart grows lick. Ah, me, Phoenifla I 
How many virgins, infants, tender wretches, 
Muft feel thefe pangs, ere Cartilage is no more ! 
Soft^lead me to my couch— My (hiverbg limbs 

I Dj 
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Do this laft office, and then reft for ever. 
I pray thee, weep not ; pierce me^not with groans. 
The King too here ! Nay, then my death is full. ^ 
Enter Malinifia, Laelius, and Narva. 

Maf. Has Sophonifba drank this curfed bowl ? 
Oh, horror, horror ! what a fight is here ? • 

Soph. Had I not drank it, Mafiniifa, then 
I had deferv'd it. 

Ma/. Exc^uifite diftrefs ! 
Oh, bitter, bitter fate ! and this laft hope 
Compleats my woe. 

Soph. When will thefe ears be deaf 
To mifery's complaint ? Thefe eyes be blind 
' To mifchief wrought by Rome ? 

Maf. Too foon, toofbon ! * . 
Ah, why fo hafty ? But a little while, 
Hadft thou delay'd this horrid draught, I then • - 
Had been as happy as I now am wretched. . f ing ? 

A!'/;^. What means' this talk of hope, of cowar4 wait- 

Maf, What have I done ? Oh, heavens 1 I cannot think 
Without diilradion, hell, and burning anguldi, 
On my rafh deed ! But, while I talk, ftie dies. 
And how, what, where am I, then ? Say, canft thou 
Forgive me, Sophonilba P ' 

Soph. Yes, and more. 
More than forgive thee, thank thee, MaiiDiiTa.' \^' , 
Hadft thou been weak, anddallyM with my freedonj',^ 
Till by proud Rome cnflav'd, that injury 
I never had forgiven. 

Maf. I Came with life. 
Lselius and Ifrom Scipio hafied hither ; 
But death was here before us. This vile polfon !' 

Soph^ With life ! There was fome merit in the -poifon ; 
But this deftroys it all. And could ft thou think 
Me mean enough to take it ? Oh, Phoeniftk ! 
This mortal toil is almoft at an end — ^ — 
Receive my parting foiil. 

Phoen, Alas, my Queen ! 

Maf. Dies, dies, and fcorns me ! Mercy, Sophonin)a ! 
Grant one forgiving look, while yet thou canft ; 
Or death itfclf, the grave cannot relieve me : 
But, with the Furies join'd, ray frantic ghoft 

Fa Will 
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Will howl for ever. Qgivering $ttd pale I 
Have I done,thi8> 

Soph. Come nearer, Mafbi0a. 
Out, (lubbdrn nature ! 

Maf. Miftry ! Thefc pangs 
To me transferrM were eafc. A moment only. 
An agoniziuff moment, while I have 
An age of tbings to fay ! 

Sofb. We, but for Rome, 
Might have been.happy. > £oua&e thee now, my foul ! 
The cold deliverer comes. Be mild to Syphax* 
In my furviving friend behold me dill. 
Farewel— 'Tisdone— Oh, never, never, Carthage, 
Shall I behold thee more ! [Di$s, 

Maf. Dead, dead, Oh, dead ! 
Is there no death for me } 

[Snatches Laelius*i /word to Jl^t himfiif. 

iW. Hold, Mafinifla! 

M(tf, And wouldft thou make a CQward ^ nic, Lslius ? 
Have me fiif vive that ihurd^rM e^celli^hpe ? 
Did flie not llir / Ha ! Who has fliock'd q[iy brain ? 
It whirls, it blazes I— ^yaVu ^hpu, old ipan f 

Nanva. Alas, alas ! — gopd 5rfafini(ra, foftly. 
Let me condud thee to thy couch* 

Mmf. The grave 
Were welcome. ^v|t yp f^i^ot ^lake me live : 
Opfreft'd with liff f—Jpffl-i-cro^d not thus jroui^d «e | 
For f will hear, fee, think t^ inore. Thou iun» 
Keep up thy hated beams ; and all I want 
Of thee, kind earth, is an imi^iate grave. 
Ay, there (he lies-- Why to thatpi^UidTweetnefs 
Can not I, n^t^re, lay my )ips, and die } 

[Throw him/elf hefido hn. 

Lai, See there the ruins of the i^oble mind. 
When from cal«i region p^^Qft tears the fwav. 

What pity (he fhould penfli 1 Cruel waV f 

*Tis not the leafl misfortune in thy train. 
That oft by thee the brave deftroy the brave. 
She had a Koman foul ; for every one 
Who loves, like her, bis country, is a Roman. 
Whether on Afric*s fandy plains he glows, 
Or lives untamM among Kipbc^an fnows« 

If 
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If ptrent liberty the breafi inflame, 
The gloomy Lybian then defenres that name ; 
And, warm with freedom, under frozen fkien^ 
In fartheft Briuin Romans yet may rife. 



End of %}ie Fift^ Apr. 
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EPILOGUE. 



By a Friend. 

J^OTVy Tm afraid the modefi tajle in *uogue 
Demands a ftrong^ higb-feafon^d epilogue ; 
Elfe might fome filly foul take pity^s part^ 
And odious virtue fink into the heart. 

Our fqueamijh author fcruples this proceeding ; 
He fays it hurts found morals and good breeding t 
Nor Hophonifba 'would he here produce^ 
A glaring model of no private ufe. 
Ladies^ be hid me ft^y hehold your Cato : 
What tho* no ftoic Jhe^ nor read in Plato f 
Tet fure Jhe ofer^d^ for her country* s fake^ 
A facrifice^ 'which Cato could not make 
Already^ nonv, thefe wicked men are fneering^ 
Some ivrefiing what one fay s^ and ethers leering^, 
I vow^ they have not firength for'-^public Jpirit ,- 
Thaty ladies y muft he your fuperior merit. 

Mercy forbid! we fiould lay down our lives^ 
Like thefe oldy Punic^ barbarous^ heathen wives, 

Spare chrifiian blood But Jure the deviPs in her. 

Who for her country would not lofe a pinner. 
Lard ! how could fuch a creature Jhew her face t 
How f — Juji as you do there — thro^ Brujfels lace. 
S^he Roman fair^ the public in diftrefs^ 
Gave up the dearefl ornaments of drefs. 
Hew much more cheaply might you gain applaufe ! 
One yard of ribbon^ and two ells of gaufe. 
And gaufe each deep'^read critic muft adore ; 
Tour Roman ladies drefs^d in gaufe all o^er. 
Should youy fair patriots^ come to drefs fo thin^ 
Haw clear might all your-^Jintiments be feen / 
To foreign looms no longer owe your charms 5 
Nor make their trade more fata! than their arms. 



Each 
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Each Brti{/b Jame^ who courts her countrfspralfi^ 
J^ quitting tbefe outlandijb modes^ might raije 
(Not from yonpovoder^dhandt fo thin audj^uce) 
Tenahh'hodied men^ for^^-puhlic ufe. 

But now a feriom word about the fUtjf. 
AuJ^icious fmile on this his Jirfi {{fif ' 
Te generous Britons ! your own fons injure ; 
Let your affiaufts fan their native fire: 
Then other Shakefpeares yet moj^ rouze the fiage^ 
And other Otwq^s melt another age. 



NUPTIAL SONG, 

Intended to have been inferted in the Fqxjrth Act,' 

COME, Jrentle Venus, andafluage 
A warring world, a bleeding age : 
For nature lives beneath thy ray. 
The wint^ry tempclh hafte away , 
A lucid calm in veils the fea. 
Thy native deep is full of thee ; 
And flowering earth, where'er you fly. 
Is all o*er fpring, all fun the Iky. 
A genial fpirit warms the breeze ; 
Unieen, among the blooming trees, 
The feather*d lovers tune their throat. 
The defart growls a foften'd note. 
Glad o'er the meads the cattle bounS, 
And love and harmony go round. 

But chief, into the human heart \ 
You ftrike the dear, delicious dart ; 
You teach us pleafin^ pangs to know, 
To languiih in luxurious woe, 
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To feaitfie generous pdii6ii8 rift, 
Grow eood by gatio j^, ttiWA by figkt ; 
£flch In]:^ Mblttfhit to iinproYe, 
And fill the perfect ytar Withlove^ 

Come, thou dHltpii df heat*n aftd tfsmh^ 
To whom all crestures owe their birth ; 
Oh, come, rM-flnifin| ! tender, come ; 
And yet prevent out nnaf dOom : 
For lonjj th« ftirious God of War 
Has crufli'd us with hid iron car. 
Has ragM along our ruin'd plains^ 
Has curs'd them with his cruel ilains. 
Has .clps'd our youth in endlefs flc«p 
And made the widow*d virgin weep. 
Now let him feel thy wonted charms ; 
Oh, take him to thy twininj; anns ! 
And while thy bofom heav£ on his, 
While deep he prints the humid kifsi 
Ah, then, his f^ormy heart cdntroul^ 
And figh thyfelf into his foul ! 

Thy fon too, Cupid, we implore, 
To leave the green Idktianf fliore ; 
But he, fweet god, our only foe, 
Long let him draw the twanging bow, 
Transfix us With his golden darts, 
Pour all his qidver cm our hearts. 
With gentler angatffr make us figh, 
And teach us fweoter dtatfiH to di^. . 




^ 
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afligned by tbe e£tor in his adTcrtiicinem, for the alte* 
radons he had prefumed to nuke, were lb obTimis, it was 
jiiilflrf CO be more acceptable to the reader in its pfcfenc 
Arm, than as mginaUj wriuen. 
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ADVERTISEMENT^ 



THE prefeDt age*, though it Iolb^ done hoiKHir to itt' 
own difcernment by the applaufes frnd to Shake^ 
fpeare, has, at the fame time,, too grofsly negledled the 
ether great maflers in the fame fchool of writing. T\\& 
pieces of Beaumont and Fletcher in porticular, (to fay 
Bothing of JonfoQ, Mafioger, Shirley, &c.)> abound 
with beauties, fo much of the &me colour with thofe of 
Shakefpeare, that it i» alnooft unaccountable, that the 
verjr age which admires one, even to idolatry, ihould pay 
fo httle attention to the others ; and, while almoft every^ 
poet or criric, at all eminent in the literary world, haver 
been ambitious of diilinguifliing themfelves, as ed^i^r^ 
of Shakefpeare, no more than two fojitary editions oF 
Beaumont and" Fletcher, and one of thofe of a very lat& 
date, have been publiihed ia the prefent century. 

Tht truth is, t^at nature indeedis in^al^ages the fame t 
but modes and- cuitom€, manners and' languages, are' 
fubjedt to perpetual variation. Time ihfenfibly render* 
wiitings obfolete and uncouth, and the gradual intro* 
iudlon of new words and idioms bring9^ the older formt' 
into difrepute and difufe. But the intrinfic merit of any 
work, though it may be obTcured, muft for ever remain $ 
as antique coins, or old plate^ though not current or 
fafhionable, ftill have their value, according to their 
weight. 

The injuries of modern innovation in the (late of 
ktters may be ia a great meafure repaired^ by rendering 
the writings of our old authors familiar to the public^ 
and bringing them- often before them*. How many play» 
are there of Shakefpeare^ now in conHant afting, of 
which ,tHe directors- of the theatres would fcarce haxard 
riie reprefentation, if the long-continued, and^ ^s it 
were, traditional approbation^of the public had not given 
t> fan^ion to their irregularities, and familiarized the 
A Z: didion;; 
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dii^ion \ The langiiagc even of.our Liturgy and Bfble^ 
if we may venture to mention 'them on this occafion^ 
U'ouli perhaps foon become obfolete and unintelligible ta 
the generality, if they were not conftantly read in our 
churches, li» iliie of oim authors j efpeci«tty in this 
play; h dffen reitrarkably plain tind fimpk, and only 
railed or (enriched by the fentim^nts. It is the opinion 
of Dryden, that even '* Shakefpeare's language is a little 
?* obfolete irt «omparift)nof theirs ; and that the £n^H(h 
i< language in them aririved to its highcft perfe6H«i ^ 
>• what words have linc^ be«n taken in, being rather 
•* fupetfluous, than necel^ry." 

Phiiail^r has. always been esteemed one of the bed pro« 
dudliuns of Be.aumont and Fletcher ; and* ture «re told 
by Dr5*deii, was the fird play that bronght tbem into 
great reputation. The beauties of it are indeed fo ftriking 
and fo various, thi^ our authors might in this'play almoft 

' be iaid to rival bhakefpeare, were it n(»t.for the many 
f videnH marks of iniitatk>nof his nusinen The late edi^ 
toa <^f Beaumont and Fletcher conceive, that the poeU 
fiveant (6 delineate, .in iht chara6ier of Pbtlitffier^ a 
tJ^Knlet f a/eked wifb the jealoufy of Odijeliio t AiKMhef^ 
are fev^r^ paffages, in this pl^yi where the alufhoKs h^v^ 
mani^Aly taken fire from fimilar circumflances aftd ex- 
preiEons in Shakefpeane, pariiculaJ-ly fome, that will 
readily occur to the reader, as he goes along, from Othello^ 
Hamlet, Cymbeline, and Lear. 

To remove the obje^Ions to the- performance of thi^ 
exceHent play on the modern ftage, has been the chief 
labour, and ibie ambition, of the .pre&nt editor* It 
may be fcmembe^ed, ^hat Thjc Spanl^ Curute, The 
l.ii(le French Lav/yer, and Sconjlul Lady, of our au* 

^ thors, as well as The Silent Woman of Jonfon, all fa-f 
Yourite entertaihments of our predeccfiors, ha^e\ within 
vliefe few years, encountered the fcverity of the pit, «n<l 
Received |tntcnce of condemnation. Thut the uncoramots 
merit of fH€h& play as Philafter might be univerfallj ticn 
knowledged and received, it appeared necelTai y to -clean 
it of HlHildry and obfccnity, and to amend a grofs in<» 
decency m the original conditution cf ihe fable, which 
mud have checked the fucccfe due to tbe tcA of the 

pi«c«a 
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ptecci nay, indeed, was an infuperable obftacle toit»i 
reprefentation. 

^ But though the inaccuracies and licentioufneis of th«- 
piece were inducements (according to the incvdi nddere 
of Horace) to put it on the anvil again ^ yet nothing ha* 
been added more than was abfolutely necelfary, to make* 
it move eafily on the new hinge, whereon it now turns -^- 
nor has any thing been omitted, except what was fup- 
pofed to have^been likely to obfcure its merit, or injqro 
Its fuccefs. The pen was drawn, without' the leafl hefi- 
tation, over every fcene now expunged, except the firflf 
icene of the third a£^, as it {lands m the original ; in regard ' 
to which, the pare that Philafler fuftains-m it occafioned 
fome paufe v bat, on examination, it feemed that Dion's 
falfificationiof fa^s in that fceneAvas incoaliftent with the. 
reft of his chara^er, though very natural in fuch a per- 
fon as Megra : and though we have in our times feen ther: 
fudden and< indaataneous traniitionS from one paiEon to 
another remarkably well reprefented on the «age, yet 
Philader's emotions appeared impoflible to be exhibited 
with any conformity to truth or nature. It was there^ 
fore thought advifable to omit the whole fcene ; and it 
is hoped, that this omifiion will not bo-difapproved, and 
that it will not appear to have left any void or chafm itr 
the a6lion;'fince the imputed falfehood of^Arethufa, 
after beiQg ib induflriouily made public to the whole 
eotirt, might very naturally be imagined to come to the 
knowledge of Pbilafter in* a nauch iliorter interval, than. 
is often luppofcd to elapfe between th©>a6ls ; or cjrca be- 
tween the fcenes of fome of our old plays. 

The fcenes in the fourth a6t^ wherein Phil^fler, ac- 
cording to the origihar play, wounds Arethufa and Bel- 
lario, and from which the piece took' its fecond title of 
Love lies a bleeding, have always been ccnfured by^ the 
critics. They breathe too much: of that fpirit of blood, 
and cruelty, and horror, of which ^ the EngUfh tragedy 
Hath- oftea-becn accafed. The hero's wounding his mi- 
flrefs hurt the delicacy of moft; and<his maiming Bel- 
lario fleepingt in order to fave himfelf froftv^his pwfuers, 
ofiended ' the generofity of' all. This part of'the fable, 
therefore^ io injurious to ..the charadter of Philafter, it 
A -3, waa^i 
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wis jtidifed abfolot'ely reqtiifite to »lte^ y tofl a new mftt 
has.been given to all thofe circumflances : but the chaRgo- 
bas been efie£^ed by fuch (knple meaii», and with fo mucb. 
reverence to the oriflinal, thst there are hardly ten lines 
added on account of the. akeracion. 

The reft of the additions or iterations may be {een at 
once, by comparing the, j^refent play with the original ;. 
if the reader does, not, on fuch occafions^ of himfelf too^ 
eafily diicofver the patch-work of a modern hand. 

Th«re is extant in the works of the Bukeof Hucking« 
hatoy, who wrote The Bjehearfal,. and altered The Chances^, 
an alteratioa of this play, under the title of The Reilo-» 
fatton, o^ Right will take Place. The duke feemsto 
have been very iliidious to difguife the piece, the namear 
of the Dran^atis Perfonae, as well as the title, being en*' 
firely changed ; and the. whole piece, together with the- 
prologue and epilogue, Cecming mtended to carry the air* 
of an oblique political iatire on his own times. How-> 
aver that may be, the Duke'scplay is as little (if not, 
lefs) calculated. for the prefeat fiage^as th« original of 
our authors* The chara£ter of Thrafomond (for fo.thc 
Duke calls the Spamlh prince) is much more ludicrout* 
than the Pharamond of Beaumont and Fletcher. Few of 
the indecencies or obfcenities in the original are removed ;. 
aedwith what delicacy the adventur^iof Megrais ma« 
naged, may be determined from the following fpecimea. 
•f his Grace's alteration of that circumfianc^ not a 
word of the following extn£t bdng to be found in Beait^ 
moot and FUtcker^ « 



JExier the GttarJf hringhg^ in Thrafomond^ 14 Drasucers^ 
Tfinfflcd uf in a.Ckaim 

Guards Sir, m obedience to yourcommandi. 
We ^o^x this fellow ilealit^ out of doors^.. 

{They puUvg bis ckakt. 
. AgrtmMU Who's this, the prince ? 

CLeon, Yes ; he is incognito, 

King^ Sir, I muil chide you for this loofeQefs ! 
YouVe wrqng'd a worthy lady y but 00 more* 



Tbtafom^nji^ Sir, I came hither but to take the «iry . ' 
£/«o». A wittyrogue, I warrant htm* 
Agrtmontn Ay, . hc*8 ft devil at bis atifvnen* » 

Kin^^ Gondwft him tt> his lodging^*. 

If to move the pafHom 6f pity «nd termrvre the««fO' 

chief ends of tragedy, there needs no^pology for giving^ 
that title to the play oF Philafler. If Lear, Hamlet,.. 
Othello, &c. &c. DOtwithflanding the cafual introduc- 
tion of comic circurollances in the natural courfe of the 
a^ion, are tragedies \ Philafler is fo too« The Duke of 
Buckingham entitles his aheration^i tragi-comedy ; but 
that word, according to its prefent acceptation, conveys .< 
the idea of a very different fpecies or compofition ; a. 
play, like The Spanifh Friar, or Oroonoko, in which ; 
tu'o diflinft actions, one ferious and the other comic, are - 
unnaturally woven together ; as abfurd a medley (in the - 
opinion of Addifon) as if an epic writer was. to under- 
take to throw into one poem th&adveniurest of iBneas- 
and Hudibras. ^ 

As to the form in whick the piece is now fubmitted ta> 
the public, fome, perhaps, will ^hink that the editor 
has taken too many liberties with tlie original^ and many\ 
may cenfure him for nor hitving made a more thorough 
alteration. There are, it muft be confefTcd, many things^ 
ftill left in the play, whic|i'miaf bethought to lower the- 
dignity.of tragedy,' and which would not be admitted ia^ 
arable of mcxlern conftrudion:. but where fuch thtng»> 
were in nature, and inofiisniive, and ferved at the fiime' 
time as fo many links in the chain of circumftances thai 
compofe the adlion, it was thought better to fubdue in . 
fome raeafuxe the intemperance of the fcencs of low 
humour, than wholly, to^rejedl or omit them. Itwouldi 
not have been in the power, nor indeed was it ever in the 
intention or defire,: of the editor, to give Philafler the 
air of a modern performance ; no more than an archite6^: 
of this age would endeavour to embelUfhthe magnificence 
of a Gothick building with the ornaments of the Greek, 
or Romap orders,. It is impolfible for the feverefl reader 
to have a meaner opinion of^the editor's fhare in the work; 
than he entertains of it himfelf. Something, however^. 

• waSt: 
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wasr neceflary to be done; and thereaibns forwhafho" 
las done have already been aligned ; nor can he repenr 
of the trouble he has taken, at the indance of a friend, 
whom he is happy to oblige,, when be fees himfelf the 
infirument of reftoring Philafter to the theatre, of dif- 
playing new graces in Mrs. Yates, and of calling forth^ 
]the extraordinary powers of fo promifing a genius forth*, 
flage as Mr, fowtlU 




FRO«- 



PROLOGUE. 

Written by George Colmak,. Efq. on Mr. Powell*! 
firfi Appearaace at.Drury-Lane. 

TT/'HTLE modern trmg/iiy^ ly.ruk tkn^y • ^ 

^^ Spins out a t bin- wr ought fahk^ aB by aHy. 

We dare to bringyou one of thofe boldplays^ 

V/rote hy rough Englijh ^its informer days ;. 

Beaumont and Fletcher ! thofe tvoinftarsy that run, 

Their glorious courfi round Shnkefpeare^s golden fun ; 

Or civhen Philajer Hflmlet' s place fufpUed^ ' ' 

Or B^Jus walked ikefiage by Halfi^^fide. 

Their fouky ^cUpair'dy fhotfire Jn miitgled rap^ 

Their hands together twined tbejocial bqys^ 

Tillfajbion drtme^ iH a refining age^ » 

Virtue from court ^ and nature from thefiage. 

Then, nonfenfe^ in heroics^ feem^dfublime % 

Kings rav*d in c9ttpleUi and maids figh^d in thimem 

Next ^ trim, and trim, and delicatg^ and chffle, 

A hajh from Greece and Trance, ^emM^m^derk taflt. 

Cold are berjions, tmUfo afraid 0f dsalifi^ 

In rant andftiflian, they ne^errifi tofeeliMg* * 

O f^, ye bards of phlegm, fay, tvhere*s the name 

TJbat can with Fletcher urge a rival claim ? 

Say, nvhere^s the foet, trained ht fedmi^fchools^ 

Mqual to Shakefpcare, 'who o*erleapt all rules ? , 

Thus of our bards we boldly, fbeak our mind ; 

A harder tafk, alas, remains behind: , 

To-night, as yet by public eyes unfeen, 

A razv, unpraBis^d not/ice fills thefcefie. 

Bred in the city ^ his theatric fiar 

Brings him at length on this fide Temple^Bictri * 

Smh with the mufe^ the ledger he forgot, 

Aitd when he wrote his name, he made a hlot^ « 

Him *ixdjile perpkxing hopes and fears mbdrrafs^ 

Skulking (like Hamlet*s rat) behind the artas^ 

Me a dramatic. feUowfeeling draws. 

Without a fci, to pkad a ^brother's caufe. 

Genius is rare ; and while our great comptscolkr^^ 

No more a manager, turnt arrant flrolkr. 

Let new advent urersyour care engage, 

^Ud ^urfe the infant feelings of thefiage t 
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P H r L A S T E R. 



%• The lifut wtarM with inverted eommat, * #Aim/ tn emitted in tht 

reprefentatkn* 



A C T I. 

SCENE, an Antichamher in the Palacem 

Enter 0i(Hi, Cieremont| and Thrafiline. 

Cleremont. 
rERE's nor lords, nor ladies. 

J, Dim* Credit nsc, gentlemen, I wonder at "it. 

bey received flri^t charge ^om the Kmg to attend here. 

^fides, it was loadly publiihed, that no officer (hmild 
forbid any gentleman that. de£red to attend and hear. 

Ckr* Can you guefs the caufe ? 
, Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Spanifh Prince, that's 
«ome to marrj^ur kingdoQi's heir, and be our fovereign. 

Cler. Many, that will feem to know much, fay, (he 
kx>k8 not on him l&e a maid in love. 

T^tf. They fay too, moreover, that the Lady Megni 
(ient hither l^ the Queen of Spain, Pharamond's mo- 
ther, to grace the train of Arethufa, and attend her td 
ker new home, when efpoufed to the Prince) carries her« 
felf fomewhsit too familiarly towards Pharamond ; ^nd 
it is whifpered, that there is too clofe an intercourfe be« 
tween him and that lady. 

Dion. Troth, perhs^ there may ; tho' the mnltitude 
(that feldom know any thii^ but their own opinions) 
(peak what they would have. But thie Prince, before' 
his own approach, received fo many confident meflaget 
from the ibte, and bound himfelf by f\ich indiiibluble 
engagements, that I think their nuptials muil go for- 
wards, and that the Pmcefs is refolved to be ruled. 

CUr. 
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Ckr. Sir, it is thought, with het he (hall enjoy botk 
thcfe kingdoms of Sicily ^nd Calabria. 

Dhn. Sir, it is, without conttovcrfy, fo meant. But 
'twill be jr-trouW«fomc» labour for hittrto en|Dy boHi- 
theCe kingdoms wkh fafety, the rig^ heifto oiict)f ihtfm 
living:, and living fo virtaonfly ; efpecially, the people 
•admiring the bravery of his mind, and lamenting his in^ 
Juries. 

Clcr. Who, Philailer? 

Dion, Yes, Whofe father, we all know, was by pur late 
Iting of Calabria unrighteoufly depofed from hie fruitful 
Sicily. Myfelf drew fopic blo^d -in thofe wars, which 
I would give my hand to be wafhedfrom. 

Cler. §jr, myi|i^oranice in ihoe-pdicy mil tiot t^t me 
Icnow why, Philalter being heir to one or thefe kingdoms, 
the Kin^'flioiild fuStr hifato woik abtoad with tiich free 
liberty. 

Bi9n, Sir, h feems y^our nature is more eoni^ant than 
to enquire after fbte-news. But the King, of late, maAt 
« "hasand'of bo^ the kingdoms of SicrlHy and his own, 
•urith offitnug^iuc toimpnimt Fhilafter ; at which the<l« 
l^r waa in arms, nottab^'diarmed dqwiiby nny flttte-order 
or pnjclainatian, till th^ fav^Pbilafttir ride through the 
ilreets, pleafed, and wiiliout a guard ; at which they 
thnew their hats and their arms fro«i them, fome to 
make bonfires, f«me to drink, alt for his deliverance*' 
Wiiioh, wile men fay, is the caufe the Krag labours' to 
4)ring in the power of a fi^reign natien te awe his owi^ 
with. , [Fhurijb. 

Thra* Peace ; the King, 

^ C £ K £ dfi^s^ and dlfcofumtlj^ Kuigy Phiwawndi 
Arethufa, and Trains 

King* To give a Wronger te(Hmony of lore 
Than * fickly' promifes, * (which comltoonly 
S In princes find Bothlbtrth sftni buri^i n 
^ In one bfieath)' we have drantrn you, vrorthy ^r^ 
To make jomx fair indearmeftts to our daughter. 
And wovthy ferviccs known to our fubje6ts, 
^ Nowlov'dandwe&der'dat/ Next, our intent 
To pkmt yoa deeply, our immediate hetr 
•Both to our blood and kingdoms* * For this lady, 

* <Tht 
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* (The beft part of ytwr life, a§ yeu confirm me, 

* And I believe) though her kw years and (ex 

* Yet teach her nothing but her fears and b!u(hes ; 

* Think not, dear Sir, thefc undivided parts, ' 

* That muft mould up a virgin, are put on * 

* To Ihewr her fo, as borrowed ornaments, 

* To fpeak her perfect love to you, or add 

* An artificialfcadow to her nature.* 
Lail,.noble fon, (for fo I now muft call you) 
What I h^ve done thus public^ is * not only 

* To add acomfort in pauicjular 

* To you or me, but all ; and' to confirm 

The nobles, and the gentry ofthefe kingdoms. 
By oath to your fucceffion, which (hall be 
Within this month at mod. ' 

P^<7«^Kjifing y<mr while hand, miftrcfs, I take leave, 
To thank your royal father ; and thus far 
ToJwmy.own free trumpet* Underiknd,^ 
Great Kiog,iAQd tbefeyouf fubjeds, gentlemen, 
Believe JBiev in a word, a prince's word, ^^ 

There ihall be nothing to make up a kingdoin "^ '[ 

' Mighty ^nd flonriiUiag, de fenced, fear'd, 
Equal to becommandedaad obey 'd, 

* But through the travels of -my life I'll &id it. 
And tie it to this country^ And I vow. 

My reign (hail be fo eafy to the fubjc»ft, 
That ev*ry man fhall be his prince himfelf, 
And his own law : (y^t I his prince and law) 
And, deareft lady, let me fay, ^u are 
The bleffcd'ft living ; 'for, fweet Prificefs, you 

* Shall make him yours for whom gteat queciis muft die. 

Tbra, Miraculous ! - - 

Ci^r. This fpeech calls him Spaniard, being nothing but 
A large inventory of his own commendations. 
But here comes one moreworthy thofe large fpeeches, 
1 haa the large fpeake£ of them. > 

£a/^r PHilafter. . 

Phu Right noble Six, as low. as my obedience, 
And with a heart as. loyal as my knee, 
I beg your • f avou r. ' 

King, Rife ; you have it, *Sir* 
Speuk your incests, Sir* 

B Hu 
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PhL $haU I fpeak thcn^ fr<ely^? 
Be ftitl my royal Sovereign «-»—r-» 

rWegive you freedom* 
Dion* Now it heats. 

Phu Then thus I turn 
:My language Co. you, Princ^y you, for e^;tt]iia]i. 
Ne'er flare, nor put on woniler ; for you muft 
Indure me, aivi you flialU ^ Tfiis earth yoii tread oc^ 
(A do\¥ry, a9 you hope, m^\i this&irPftiice£») 
, By my dead Father (Oh, I had^i father, . 
Whofe memory I bojwr to 1) wds not kft , : 
To your inhentanc^ aod I up and iivkig» 
Having myfelf about me, and my fword^ 
Tlie fouls of all my name, and memories, 
Thfifearms and fome few friend9, belidea the gcds, ' 
- To part fo calmly with it, an^ fit fti 11 , 
. Alia fay, I might have been*. I tell thee^ PharamoiMi^ 
V^hen thou arc king, look I be dead and rottea^ 
And my name aih^s. For, hear me, Pharamoadl, 
T'hisvery ground thou goefton, this fat eartk, 
My father's friends made fertile with their faiths. 
Before that day of fliaxe, (ball gape, and fwalkHT 
* Thee and thy nation,, like a hungry grave. 
Into her hidden bowds. Prince, it Ihall i 
By Nemefis, it (hall. 

King. You do difplcafc us. 
You arc too bold. 

Phi. No, Sir, I am too tame, « 
Too much a turtle, a thing born wiihoat paffion, 
A faint (hadow, that every, draokca cloud fails ovcr^ 
And maketh nothing. 

Pba. What you have fe^eninmC'tofilr offence 
I cannot find, unlefe it be this lady. 
Offered into mine>aims, with the fiiccdSion, ^ 
Which I mud keep, though ic hath pleasM your Airjr 
To mutiny within you. ;The Kaag grants it, 
And I dctre make it mine. 'You have yourahliirer* 

Phu If thou, wert fole inheritor to him 
That made the world his, and- were Pharamond 
As truly valiant as I feel iiim cold, 
And ring'd among the choice^!; of Im fiieais, 

Aftd 
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And from tlik prefence, fpite of alt t&efefiOpt| 
You fliould hear further from in^. 

King, Sir, you wrong the pfincc. 
Vgvtt you not this freedom to brare our beft frieftd« ; 
You do dcfcrve our frown. Go to ; be better temper^, 

Pbu It mufl be, SiV, when I a<ii nobler ui*d. 

Xiiig* Phiiafter, tell me 
TTie injuries you aim at inyour riddles. 

Phi. li you had my eyes, Stf, and fuflferance. 
My grief$ uppn you, and my broken fortunes, 
My wants gfeat, and now nought but hopes and fearsi . 
My wrongs would make ill riddles to be laughed at. 
Dare you be (Hll myKiAg) and right me tot ? 

King, Go tcf ; . ' 
Be more yourielf, as you ref^M^ our fevour ; 
You'll Air us elfe. Sir, I mufl have you know,, (^we 
That voa Ve, and (hall be, at our pleafure, * what faHnon 
' Will put uppp ybu.^ Smooth your brow» or, by the 
I gods ' * ■ 

FbL I am dead, Sir | youVe my fare. It wKs^noi X 
Said I was wrong'd. I carry all about me 
My weak flars led me to, all my weak fortunesi 
^ Who dares in all this prefence (peak, (that it 
But man of flelh, and may be mortal) tell mei 
1 do not mod entirely love this Prince, 
And honour his full virtues } 

King. Sure he's poOefsM ! 

Phi. Yes, with my father's ItHfit. It'sh^OlBttgl 
A dangerous fpirit \ now h« tells me, King, 
< I was a king's heir, bids n»e be a kiog, 
And whifpers to me, thefe be all my fub}e^« 
'Tis (tranjire, he will not let me fleep^ but dives 
Into my fancy, and there gives me (hapes 
That Imeel, and do me fervice, cry me king; 
But I'll fuppr^s him ; he's a fadttous fpirit. 
And will undo me* Noble Sir, your hand; 
I am your fervant. 

Kin^. Away ; I do not like this. 
For this time I pardon your wild fpeech. 

[Exeunt King, Pha. Are. and &afi0 

l>i&n, Seehowhis f^eyhibours^ Has he not 
Spoke homCi, and bravely ? What a Amgeiotis tndh 

B £ Did 
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Did he giy« fifc to ! How he fhook the King ! 
Made his foul melt within him, and his blood 
HiiQ into whey ! It-flood upon his brow^ 
Like a cold winter dew* 

Pbu Gentlemen, 
You have nofuitto me ; I am naminion,' 
You flandy methinks, like men that would be courtiers^ 
If you could well be fiattcr'd at that price. 
Not to updo your children. You're all honeft. 
Go, get you home again, and make your country 
A virtuous court, to which your great ones may. 
In their dlfeafed age, retire, and live reclufe« 

Cle. How do you, worthy Sir ? . 

PhU Well, very well. 
And fo well^ that, if the King pleafe, I find 
2 may live many years* 

Dion, The King muft i^eafc^ 
W.hilA we know what you are, and who you arcr ^ 
Your wrongs and injuries. Shrink not, worthy Sif^ 
But add yqur father to you ; in whofe name 
We'll waken all the gods, s^nd conjure up 
The rods of vengeance,, the abufed people, 
Who, like to raging torrents, (hall fwell high. 
And fo begirt the dens of thefe male-dragons, 
That, through the flrongeil fafety, they ihall beg* i 

For mercy at your fword's point*. 

Phi, Friends, no more ; 
Cur ears may be corrupted. 'Tisanage 
We darejiot trul^ our wills to. Do you love nac ? 

Thra^ Do we love heav'n and honour ? 

Pbu My Lord Dion, 
You had a virtuous gentlewoman call'd you father t 
Is (he yet alive ? 

Z)itf«. Moft honour'd Sir,,fheis ; 
And for the penance but of an idle dream. 
Has undertook a tedious pilgrimage. 
Enter a Ladym 

Pbi, Is it to me, or any of thefe gentleman you come > 

Loify, To yoiH bjrave Lord ; theli^rincerswouldintrejit 
your prefent company. 

Phi. Kifs her fair band, and fay, I will attend her* 

JDhM, Do you kaow what you do^ 
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PbL Yes; go to fecr a woman. 

Ci^. But do you weigh thrdatiger you are in I 

P/^/, Danger in a fwcct face ! 
Her eye may (hoot me dcady:«r tlujfe true red 
And white friends in her face may (leal my foal out % 
There's all the danger iii't* But be' wliat tMy^ 
Hff fingle name hath armed me. [Exit. . 

Bi&H* Go on ; . 
ADd be as truly hsippv at thou art fearieft* 
Come, gentlemen, lers make our friends acquainted, 
Left the King prove falfe. \^Exnm9^ ^ 

SCENE changes ts another apofitmn^. 

"Enter Arethufa and a LuSgfk 

Aft. Cottoes he not ? 

ha^. Madani? 

Are. Will Philafter come? - 

ha^. Dear Madam^ you were wont - 
To credit me at firft» 

Art. But didft thou tell me io ? 
I am forgetful, and my woman's.ihren|i;fh 
Is fo o'ercharg'd with danger like to gro«r 
About my marriagie, that thefe under thinga 
Dare not abide in luch a troubled iea* ■ 
How look'd he, when he told thee he woukL come ^ 

La4^. Why, welL : 

Are, And not a little fearful I 

Lady* Fear, Madam ! fure he knows n<x wiiat it is. 

Are. You are all of his fa^on ; th^ whole court. 
Is bold in praiie of him ; whil^ I * 

May live neglcdkd, and do noble things. 
As fools in jflrife throw gold into thefea, . 
DrownM in the doing. But I know he fears. v 

JLa^. Fear, Madam KMethougbthia looks hid.noioitK . 
Of love than fear. 

Are, Of love ! to whoin > To you ? 
Did you deUvcr tbofe plain words I fcnt 
With fuch a winning gefture, and ^utcklooiCy 
That you have cau^t hkn ? 

Lad^, Madam, X mean to you* 

Are. Of love to me \ Alas ! thy ignoranai 
Xeyi thee not fee the croiTes of our births» 

B. i^ Nature^ 
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Nature, that loves not to be quefiion'd why 
She did or this, or that, but has her ends^ 
And knows (lie does well, never gave the world. 
Two things fo oppoike, fo contrary. 
As he and f .am. 

La^. Madam, I think I hear him. 

Are. Bring him in. . [ExHLa^/k, 

Vou gods, that would not have your dooma withilpod^ 
Whole holy wifdoms m this time it is 
To make the pa^ion of a feeble maid 
The way unto your juftice, I obey. 

Re-entcn Ladjf and Philafleiu. 

Lady. Here is my Lord Fhilafter.. 

Are. Oh \ *tis welL 
Withdraw yourfelf. {Exit Ltufy^ 

"Phi. Madam, your meflenger 
Made me believe you wifli'd to fpeak with me. 

Are. Tis true, Philaftcr. 
Have you known, 

That I have ought detracted from yom worth I 
Have I in perfcm wrong'd you ? Or have fet 
My bafer mUrumentsto throw difg^acei 
Upon your virtues f 

Fhi. Never, Madam, yotr. 

Are. Why then (hould you^ infuch apublic place-^ 
Injure a priocefs, and a fcandal lay 
Upon my fortunes, ^ fan>!d to be fo great/ 
Calling » great part of my dowry in qjiieflion ? 

Phi. Madam » ^ this truths which I (hall fpeak, will 
^ Foolifli. But** for your £urand virtuous feif^ [icem 
I could afford myfelf to have no sight 
To any th in g you wifli*d .. 

Are. Phila(ler, know» 
% muft enjoy theie kiagdoms of Calabriat 
And S\cily. By fate, I die, Philaftcr, 
If I not ealm^ly may enjoy them both. 

Fbi. I would do much to fave that noble lifei 
Yet would be loth to have f>o(lerity 
Find in our Tories, that Phitafter gave 
His right unto a fceptre and a crown^ 
To &Te a lady's longi»g« 



Arf. Nay, then, hear ^ 
I mufty and will have them, and.more. 

"PhL What more ? Say, you would have my life ; 
Why, I will give it you ; for it is of me 
A thing fo loath'd and unco you that afk 
Of fo poor ufe, I will unmov*dly hear, 

Are^ FainwouldJfpeak; and yet the words are fiiclk 
I have to fay, and do £b rll befeen) 
The mouth of woman, that I wiih them faid, . 
And yet am loth to utter them. Oh, tura 
Away thy face f a little bend thy looks I 
Spare, fpare me. Oh, Fhilaiftert 

Phi, WJmu meaas this I . 

Are* But that my fortunes hang upon: this kow^ 
But thatQCca£on urges me tofpeak,. 
And that pervcrfcly to keep (ilence now 
Would doom me to a life of wretchednefs, 
I could not thus have fummon'd thee, to tell thee-^ 
The thoughts of Pharamond arefcorpions to me^ 
More horrible than danger, paui, or death ! 
Yes— I muft have thy kingdoms— muft have thee. 

Fhi^ How, me ! 

Are. Thy love ! without which, all the land 
Difcovered yet^ will fecve m'e for no u(b^ 
But to be burieciin. 

Pbu Is^tpoffible? 

Are^ With it, it were too little to beffow 
On thee. -Now, though thy breath may flrike me dead"^ 
(Which, know, it may) I have unripp'd my breaft. 

Phim Madam^ you are too full ornoble thoughts,. 
To lay a traiir for this contemned li^, 
Which you may have for alking. To fufpe6t 
Were bafe, where I deferve no ill. Love yoal 
By all my hopes, I do, above my life. 
But how this pafioB (hould proceed from you 
So violently 

Are. Another foul into my body fhot,. 
Could not have fiii'd ine with move Hrength and fpirit^ 
Than this thy breath. But fpend not hafly time 
In feeking how I came thus.. 'Tis the gocis, 
The gods,, that make me fo ;. andfure our love 
Will be the nobler^ and the better blefk'd>. 
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Ju that the fecret juflice of the ;gods' 

Is mingled with it. Let' uvlemve and part, 

Lefl Coineunvrelcome gueft ihoutld fall betwixt*. 

Phi. 'twill be ill, 
I flicmld abide here loog; 

Are, *Ti8 true, and worfe 
You (hottld come often. How ili^l we devifir 
To hold iutclligence, that our true loves, 
On anj newoccafion, may agree^ 
What path is beft to tread. 
• Phi, 1 have a boy^, 
Sent by the>gods, I hope,.to this intent; 
Not yet feen in the court. Hunting the buck^ 
I found him fitting by a fountain*iide, 
Of which he borrow'd lome to queach hit thirft^ 
And paid the nymph again as much in tears* 
A garland lay by him, made by himfelf. 
Of many feveral flowers, iM^ed tnthe bay, 
Stuck in that myftie order, that the raroieft 
Delighted me \ but e^er when he turned 
His tender eyes upon them, he would werp^ 
As if he meant to make them grow again. 
Seeing fuch pretty helplefs innocence 
Dwell in his face, I a&'d him all hts ftory ; 
He told me, that his parents gentle^y'd, 
Leaving him to the mercy of the fielcfe, 
Which gave him roots ; and of the cryftal fpnagsy 
Which did not llop their courfes j and the fun, . '^ 

Which Hill, he thank'3 him, yielded him hi»lig.hf ^ 
Then took he up his garland, and didihew 
What every flower, as country people koLd^ 
Did figni fy ; aiid how all, ordered thuf^ 
Exprefs'd his grief; and to my thoughts did rea^ 
The prettieft lecture of his country art 
That could be wifli'd } fo that^ methought, I coqU; 
Have (ludied it. I gladly entertained him, 
Who was as glad to toHow ; and hare got 
The truftie(l, loving'il, and the ^estlell boy>^ 
That evermaftcr kept. Him will I fend 
To wait on you, and bear 6ur hidden ioue. 
Enter Lad^ 
^n^ ^8 well; no more.. 
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Lady. Madam, the Prince is come to do you fervicc. 

Are. What will you do, Philaftcr, with yourfelf ? 
Dear, hide thyfelf. Bring in the Prince* 

FbL Hide me from Pharamond ! 
When thunder fpeak«, which is the voice of Jove, 
Though I do reverence, yet I hide me not. 

Are. Then, good Philailer, give him fcope and wajr 
In what he fays ; for he is apt to fpeak 
What you are loch to hear. For my fake do^ 

Fbi. I will. 

Enter Pharamond* 

Pha. My princely miHrefs, as true lovers ought^ 
I come to ki& thefe fair hands ; and to ihew, 
In outward ceremonies, the dear bve 
Writ in my heart. 

Phi. If I (hall have an anfwer no dlre^lier^ 
. I am gone. 

Fha. To what would he have an anfwer ? 

Are. To his claim unto the kingdom. 

Pba. I did forbear you, Sir, befocc the King. 

Phi. Good Sir, do fo fltll ; I would hot talk with you; 

Pha. But now the tinte is fitter* 

Phi. Pharamond, 
I loath to brawl with fuch a blaft as thou. 
Who art nought but a valiant voice* But if 
Thou ihaltprovoke me further, men will fay, ' * 

Thou wert, and not lament it. 

Pha. Do vou flight 
My greatnels fo, and in the chamber of the Princefs ? 

Fhi. It is a place, to which, I mud confefs, 
I owe a reverence; but wert the church, 
Ay, at* the altar, there's no place fo fafe. 
Where thou dar'ft injure me, but I dare punifti thee. 
• Farewel.' ^ [BlxiU 

Pha. Infolent header ! offer but to mention 
Thy right to r^y kingdom—— 

Are, Let him go ; 
He is not worth your cave* 

Pha. My Arethufa I ^ 
I hope our hearts 'are knit ; and yet foflow 
State ceremonies are, it may be long 
Before our bands be fo., It then you pleafe, 

Beiag 
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Bemg agreed in heart, let iw nftt wait 
For pomp and drcumftaoceybut folemnize 
A private nuptial, and anticipate 
Delights, and fo foretafte our joys to come* 

Are, MyTaiher, Sir, is ail in all to me^ 
Nor can I give my fancy or my wilt 
More fcope than he ihall warrant. When he MAi - 
My eye look up to Pharamond for lord^ 
1 know my duty ; but, till then, farewei» ^ \ExtU 

Pba, Nay, but there's more in this— fome hftppier raati ; 
Perhaps P^ilafter — *— 'Sdeath j let me not think on*t— 
She muft be watch'd— rfe too nnift-bc ta'ca care of, . 
Or all my hopes of her and empjre reft 

Upon a Tandy bottom If (he meaM 

To wed me, well \ if not, 1 (Wear revenge* 

End of the FifttT Act* 
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6C£N£, an 4ptfrtment in the Pnlan. 
Entfr Philafter and Bellariot 

Philastbr. . 

AND thou {halt find her honourable, bdy; 
Full of regard unto thy tender youth* 
For thine own raodefty, and for my fakej . 
Apcer'to give, than thou wilt be to aik, 
Ay, or deferve. 

Bel, Sir, you ^\i take me up 
When I was nothing; and only yet am fometbtfl|^» 
By being yours. You tnrft?d,me, unknown ; 
And that which you are apt to conftrue now 
A (imple innocence in me, perhaps 
Might have been craft, the cunning of a boy 
Hardened in lies and theft ; yet ventured yoa 
To part my miferies and me ; .for which 
I never cat^ expert to ferve a lady, 
That bears more honour in her breaft than you* 

FhL But, boy, it will prefer thee; thou art youngs 
And bear'fi a.cluldtih^ ovczflowiDg iQve 

T* 
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To iStem thiit clap thy cheeks, aikl fpcak thee &ir. 
But when thy judgment comes to xulethoiepaffions. 
Thou wilt remetnt^r beft thofc care&l*frieD^9 
^hat placM<tbee snihe noblefl way «f life. 
.Ske is a princefs I prefer thee to. 

BeL In that finall time that I hsre feen the world, 
1 never kn'W-a man hafty to part wirh 
A fervant he thought trufly« •! remember, ^ 

My father wouki prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he; but did it nor. 
Till they wiere grown toofaucy for him^blf. 

Phi. Why, gentle boy, I mad no fault at all 
liU thy behaviouY. 

B/L Sir, if I have made 
A faukof ignoraacei inftru£t my youth.; . 
.1 ihall be billing, if not apt, to learn. 
Age and experience will adorn my mind 
With larger knowledge ; and if I have done 
A wilful fault, think me not pail all hope 
For once. What mafter holds fo (Irt^ a hand 
Over his boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning ? Let me be corre£kd^ 
* To break my llubbornnefs, if it be fa, ^ 

'S.ather than turn me off, and I fhall mettd. 

PhL Thy love doth plead fo prettily to ftay. 
That, truft me, I could weep to part with thee, 
Alas, I^dp not turn these off! thou know'il) 
It is my bufmefs that doth call thee hence ; 
And when thou art with her, thou dwell'ft with me* 
Think fo, and 'tis fo ; and when time is full, 
That thou hail well difchare'd this heavy truft, 
JLaid on fo wealc a one, I will again 
With joy receive thee ; as I live, I will. 
Nay, weep not, gentle boy ; *tis more than time 
Thou didd attend the Princefs. 

BeL I am gone. 
But iince I ^m to part with you, my Lord, 
And none knows whether I (hall live to do 
More fcrvice for you, take this little prayer t 
Heav'n blefs your loves, your fights, all your defigns % 
May iick men, if they have your wi(h, be well ; 
And Heav'n hate thofe you curfe, tho' i be one. [Exiu 

Fhu 
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PbL Thclovexjf boys unto their lords is (Iraiig^ ! 
I have read wonders ot it : yet this boy, 
Fornvy rat:e,.if a maa may judge by looks ' 
And fpeech. Would out-do llory* I may fee 
A day to pay him for his loyalty^ [Exii, 

SCENE changes to ArethuCaV Jj)artmctU. 

EnUr hxtxhyxh and a JLndy, 

Are. Where's the boy ? Where's BcIIario? 

iJidy, Within, Madam. 

Are. Gave you him gold to buy him cloatbs ? 

Lady. Ivdid, 

Are. And has he done't ? 

Z.ady. Madam, not yet. 

Are, 'Tis a pr^euy, fed talking boy, is it not ? 
Enter Galatea, 
Oh, you are welcome ! What good news ? 

Gal. As good as any one can tell your Grace, 
That fays flie has done that yoa would ha?e wifli'd. . 

Are. Haft thou difcovered then? 

Gal. I have. Your Prince, ; 

Brave Phar^mond/s difloyal, 

Are^ And with whom ? 

Gal. Ev'n With the lady we fufpe<St ; with Megra, . ^ 

* Are. Oh, where ! and when ? 

'* Gal. Lean difcover all.' 

Are. The King ftiall know this ; and if dcfliny. 
To whom we dare not fay, It (hall not be, 
-Have. not decreed it fo in lafting leaves, 
Whofefmalleft charafters were never chafagV, 
This hated match with Pharamond (hall break. 
Run back into the prefencej mingle there 
Again with other ladies ; leave the reft 
To me. {Exit Gah 

Where's the boy ? . 

Lady. Within, Madam. 

Are. Go^ call bimJ^iher. {Exit Ladp^ 

Enter Bellario. 
Why art thou ever melancholy. Sir ? 
You.are fad to change your fervice. k't not fo ? 

BeL Madam, I have notchitngM ; 1 wait on you, 
To do him feryice* 

Are^ 
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Are^ Thou difclaim'il in me* 
Tell me, Bellario ; thou canfl (ing and play ? 

BeU If grief will give me leave. Madam, I can. 

Are, Alas ! what kind of grief can thy years know ? 
Had'ft a crofs matter when thou wentM tofchool ? 
Thou art not capable of other grief. 
Thy brows and cheeks are fmooth as waters be, 
When no breath troubles them. Believe me, boy. 
Care leeks out wrinkled brows, and hollow eyes. 
And builds himfelf caves toabide in them. 
Come, Sir, tell jne truly, does your lord love me ? 

BeL Love, Madam ! I know not what it is. 

Jre. Canft thou know grief, and never yet knew'fl love ? 
Thou art deceived, boy. Docs he fpeak of me, 
As if he wiihM me well ? 

Bel^ If it be love. 
To forget all refpedt of his own friends, 
In thinking on your face ; if it be love, 
To fit crofs-arm'd, and figh away the day, 
Mingled with flarts, crying your name as loud 
And hattily, as men i^ the llreets do fire ; 
If it be love, to weep himfelf away, 
When he but hears of any lady dead. 
Or kill'd, becaufe it might have been your chance ; 
If, when he goes to rcu, (which will not be) 
•Twist ev'ry prayer he fays, he names you once, 
As others drop a bead, be to be in love. 
Then, Madam, I dare fwear he loves you. 

Are, Oh ! . 

You are a cunning boy, taught to deceive, 
For your lord's credit. But thou knovv'il, a falfehood 
That bears this found, is welcomer to me. 
Than any truth, that fays, he loves me not. 
Lead the way, boy. Do you attend me too ; 
'Tis thy lord's bufinefs halles me thus. Away. {Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Megra and Pharasnond. 
Meg, What then am i ? A poor negledldd ftale ! 
Have I then been an idle toying fhe. 
To fool away an hour or two withal, 
And then thrown by for ever ? 

C Fha. 
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Pba, Nay, have patience, 
Meg. Patience ! 1 fliall go mad ! Why, I (hall be 
A mark-for all the pages ot the court 
To fpend their wit upon, 

P/ja, It (hall not be. 
She whofe diQionour is not known abroad, 
Is not at all dl(honour*d. 

Mrg, Not difhonour'd ! 
Have we then been fo chary of our fame, 
So cautious, think you, in our courfc of love, 
No b'.ot of calumny has fall*n upon it ? Say, 
What charm has veil'd Sufpicion's hundred eyes. 
And who Ihall flop the cruel hand of Scorn ? 

Pha, Ceafe your complaints, reproachful and unkind I 
What could I do ? Obedience to my father. 
My country's good, my plighted faich, my fame, 
Each circumftanceof ftate and duty, alk'd 
The tender of my hand to Arethufa. 

Meg. Talk not of Arethufa ! She, I know. 
Would fain get rid of her mod precious bargaioi 
She is for fofter dalliance ; (he has got 
A, cherub, a young Hylas, an Adonis ! 

P/ja. What mean you ? 

Mrg. She, good faith, hasher Bellario ! 
A boy — about eighteen— -a pretty boy ! 
Why, this is he that muft, when you are wed. 
Sit by your pillow, like a young Apollo, 
Sing, play up6n the lute, with hand and voice 
Binding your tlioughts in Ueep, She does provide hira 
For you, and for herfelf. 

Pba. Injurious iVIegra ! 
Oh, add not (hame to (liame ! To rob a lady 
Of her good name thus, is an heinous fin. 
Not to be pardon' d : yet, though falfe as hell, 
*Twill never be redeemed, if it be fown 
Amongll the people, fruitful to increafe 
All evil they fhall hear, 

Meg. It (hall be known : 
Nay, more, by Heav'n, 'tis true ! a thoufand things 
Speak it beyond all contradi6tion true. 
Obfervc how brave (he keeps him : how he (lands 
Hmr «ver at her beck. There's not an hour, 

Sacred 
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Sacred hovre*er to female privacy, 

But he's admitted ; and in open court, 

Their cell -tale eyes hold foft difcourl*e together. 

Why, why is all this ? Think you (he's conteot 
' To look upon him? 

Pha. Make it but appear. 

That (lie has play'd the wanton with this tripling, 

All Spain, as well as Sicily,' (hall know 

Her foul di(honour. I'll difgrace htr firft, 

Then leave her to her ihanie. 
M'g, You are refolv*d I 
Pha* Moll conftantly. 
Meg, The reft remains with me, 

I ivill produce fuch proofs ,. that Ihe (haU know 

I did not leave our country, and degrade 

Our Spaniih honour and nobility. 

To ftand a mean attendant in her chamber. 

With hoodwink'd eyes, and finger on my lips. 

What I have feen, I'll fpeak ; what known, proclaim ; 

Her (lory (hall be general a« the wind, 

And dy as far. I will about k (Iraight, 

£xped news from me, Pharamoncl. Farewel. [Exit. 
-A Pha. True or not true, one wary I like this wcllj 

For I £ufpe6l the Princefs loves me not* 

li Megra's charge prove malice, her own ruin 

Muft follow, and I'm quit of her for ever. 

But if (he makes fufpieions truths ; or if, 

Which were as deep confufion, Arethufa 

Difdam'd our profier'd union, and Philafter 
>^ Stand foremott in her heart, let Mcgra's charge 

Wear but the femblance and the garb of truth. 

They (hall afford me meafure of revenge, 

I will look on with an indifterent eye, 

Prcpar'd for either fortune ; or to wed, 

If flie prove faitliful, or repulfe her (hamM^ f-^*'/, 

SCENE, the Prefenee Chamber. 

Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, Megra, anJ Galatea* 

Dion. Come, ladies, (hall we talk a round ? 
GaL *Ti8 late. 
J%. 'Tis all 
My eyes will* do, to lead me to my bed, 

C 2 £»fi^ 
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-E«/^r Pharamond, 
nra. The Prince 1 

Pha. Not a. bed, ladies ! You're good fitters up* 
What think you of a pleafant dream, to laft 
'Till morning ? 

Enter Arethufa and Bellario, 
Jre. *Tis well, my Lord 5 you're courting of ladies*^ 
Is't not late, gentlemen? 
Cle. Yes, Madam. 

Are, Wait you there. {Exit Arethufa* 

Me^, She's jealous, as I live ! Look you, my Lord, 
The Piincefs has a boy. 

Pha. His form is angel-like. 
7)/i7». Serves he the rrinccfs ? 
thra. Yes; 

Dion. *Tis a fweet boy. 

Pha. Ladies all, good reft. I mean to kill a buck 
To-morrow morning, ere you've done your dreams. 

[£*//Phan 
Meg, All happinefs attend your Grace* Gentlemen, 
GaU All good night. [good reft, 

\Exeunt Gal. and Meg* 
Bion. May your dreams be true to you. 
What (hall we do, gallants ? 'Tis late. The King 
Is up dill. See, he comes, and Arethufa 
With him. 

Enter King, Arethufa, and Guard. 
King, Look your intelligence be true. 
Are. Upon my life, it is. And I do hope 
Your Highnefs will not tie me to a man, 
That in the heat of wooipg throws me off, 
An^ takes another. 
Don. What (hou Id this mean ? 
King. If it be true. 
That lady had much better have embrac'd 
Curelefs difeafes. Get you to your reft. 

\Exeunt Are. and EtU 
You (ball be righted. Gentlemen, draw near. 
Haile, fome ot you, and cunningly difcover 
If Megra be in her lodging. 

,ae. Sir, 
Slie parted hence but now, with other ladies, 

KtJtg. 
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King, I would fpcak with her. 

Dion, She's here, my Lord. 

Enter Megra, 

King. Now, lady of honour, where^ your hbnour 
No man can fit your palate, but the Prince. [now ^ 

Thou troubled. fea of fin ; thou wilderuefs,. 
Inhabited by wild ailedions, tell me, 
Had you none to pull on with your courtefies 
But he that muft be mine, and wrong my dajjghter > 
Sy all the gods ! all thefe, and all the court 
Shall hoot thee, and break fcurvyjefis upon thee, 
Make ribald rhim'es, and fear thy name on walls. 

Meg. I dare, my Lord, your hootings and your clamours* 
Your private whifpers, and your broader fleerings. 
Can no more vex my foul, than this bafe carriage, 
The poor deftrudion of a lady's honour. 
The publifliing the weaknefs of a woman. 
But I hate vengeance yet in fiore for fome,- 
Shall, in the Utmoft fcorn you can have of me, 
Be joy and nourifliment. 

King, What means the wanton ? 
D'ye giory in your fiiame ? 

Meg^ 1 will have fellows. 
Such fellows in*t, as fhall make noble mirth. 
The princefs, your dear daughter, fhall ftand by me, 
Ob walls, and fung in ballads, any thi^g. 

King. My daughter 1 

Meg. Yes, your daughter, Arethufa, 
The glory of your Sicily, which I, 
A ftranger to your kingdom, laugh to fcorn. 
I know her ibame, and will difcover all ; 
Nay, will diflionour her, I know the boy ' 

She keeps, a handfome boy, about eighteen ; • 
* Know what ftie does with him, and where, and when,* 
Come, Sir, you put me to a woman's madnefs, 
The glory of a fury. 

King* What boy 's th i s 

Mfg. Alas, go<.d- minded Prirce t 
You know not thefe things : I will make them plain. 
I will not fall alone: what i have known 
Shall be as public as a print : nil tontines 
SbaU fpeak it, as they do rhe language they 

C 3 Arc 
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Arc born in, as (rtt and c<^monly : I'll fet it 

Like a prod gious ftar, for all to gaze at ; 

And that fo high and glowing, other realms, 

Foreign and tar, {hail read it there ; and then 

Behold the fall of your fair prince(s too, [ExiU 

King. Has (he a boy? 

CU. So, pleafe your grace, I've feen 
A boy wait on her, a fair boy. 

King, Away ; I'd be alone. Go, get you to your 
quarters. ^ lExeunU 

Manet King* 
You gods, I fee, that who unrighteoufly 
Holds wealth or-flate from others, (hall be curft 
In that which meaner men are bleft withal ': 
Ages to come fhall know no mate of him 
Left to inherit, and his nartie (hall be 
Blotted from earth. If he have any child, 
It (hall be crofsly match'd. The gods themfelvei 
Shall fow wild Itrife between her lord and her ; 
Or (he (hall prove his curfe who gave her being. 
Gods ! if it be your wills — But how can I 
Look to be heard of gods, who muft be ju(V, 
Praying upon the ground I hold by wrong ? [ExiU 

End of the Second Act. 



ACT III. 

SCENE, The Court; 

Enter Philafter. 

Philaster* 

OH, that I had a fea 
Within my bread, to quench the fire I feel t 
More circumftances will but tan this fire. 
It more afH'n5ls me now, to know by whom 
This deed is done, than (imply that 'tis done. 
Woman, frail fex ! the winds that are let loofe 
From the four feveral corners of the earth, 
And fpread themfelves all over fea and land, 
Kifs not a chafie one 1 Taken with her boy ! 
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Oh, that, like beafts, we could cot grieve ourfelres ~ 
With what wc fee not ! Bulls and rams will fight 
To keep their females {landing in their fight; 
But take Vm from them, and you take at once. 
Their fpleens away ; and they will fall again. 
Unto their pafhires, growing frefli and fat ; 
Andtailethe water ofthefprings as fweec 
As 'twas before, finding no ftart in fleep. 
But miferableman-— See, fee, you gods, 

[Seeing Bellario at a difiance^ 
He walks fiill ! and the face you let him wear 
When he was innocent, is ftill the fame, 
Notblafted. Isthis jufHce? Doyoumcaa 
Tointrap mortality, that you allow 
Treafon fo fmooth a brow ? 

Enter Bellario. 
I cannot now 
Think he is guilty. 

Bel. Health to you, my Lord! 

The princefs doth commend her loTe, her life. 

And this unto you. [Gives a htter* 

Phi. Oh, Bellario ! ' 

Now I perceive (he loves me ; (he does fhew it 

In loving thee, my boy ; lh*as made thee brave. 
Bel, My Lord, fhe has attired me paft my wilh, 

Paft my defert ; more fit for her attendant. 

Though far unfit for me, who do attend. 

Phi* Thou art grown courtly, boy. O, let all women, 

[Reads. 

That love blsick deeds, learn todiiTemble here ! 

Here, by this paper (he does write to mc, 

As if her heart were mines of adamant 

To all the world befides ; but, unto me 

A maiden fnow that melted with my looks. 

Tell me, my boy, how doth the princefs ufethee^ 

For I fiiall guefs her love to me by that. 

Bel. Scarce like her fervant, but as if I were 

Something allied to her, or had preferv'd 

Her life three times by my fidelity : 

As mothers fond do ufe their only fons ; 

As rd ufe one that's left unto my truft. 

For 
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For whom my life (hould pay, if he met harm ; 
So {he does ufe me. 

Phi, Why, this is wondrous well : 
But what kind language does (he feed thee with ? 

Bel. Why,.(he does tell me, ftie will truft ray youth 
With all her loying fccret« ; and does call me 
Her pretty fervant ; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you ; {he*il fee my fervices* - 
Rewarded ; and fuch words of that foft flrain. 
That I am nearer weeping when flie ends 
Than *cre fhe fpake. 

Phi. This is much better ftill. 
BeL Are you.not ill, my Lord? 
Phi. IIH No,Bellario. 
BeU Methinks your words 
Fall not from off your tongue fo evenly, 
Nor is there in your looks that quietnefs. 
That I was wont to fee. ' 

Phi. Thou art deceivM, boy : 
And fhe flroaks thy' head ? 
, Bel. Yes. 
Pbi. And does clap thy cheeks ? 
Bel. She does, my Lord. 
Pbi. And Ihe does kifs thee, boy ? ha! 
Bel. How, my Lord I 
Pbi. She kilTes thee? 
BeL Not fo, my Lord. 
Phi. Come, come, I know fhe does. 
, BeL No, by my life. 
Phi, Why, then, (he does not love me. Come, fhe does, 
I bade her do it ; I charg'd her by all charms 
Of love between us, by the hope of peace 
We fhould enjoy, to yield thee all delights. 
Tell me, gentle boy. 

Is fhe not pafl compare? Is not her breath 
Sweet as Arabian winds, when fruits are ripe ? 
Is fhe not all a lafting mine of joy ? 

BeL Ay, now I.fee why my difturbed thoughts 
Were fo perplexM. When firll 1 went to her, . 
My heart hcUi augnry ; you arc abused ; 
Some villain has abus'd you : 1 do fee 
Whereto you tend. Fall rocks upon his head, 

4 That 



F H I L A S T E R. js 

That put this to you ! 'tis fome fubtlc train, 
To bring that noble frame of yours to nought. 

Phu Thou think'ft I will be angry with thee ; come^ 
Thou (halt know all my drift : I hate her more 
Than I love happinefs ; and plac'd thee there» 
To pry with narrow eyes into her deeds. 
Haft thou difcover'd ? Is (lie fall'n to lull, 
As I would wifh her ? Speak fome comfort to me. 

Bel. My Lord, you did miftake the boy you fcnt : 
Had (he a (in that way, hid from the world. 
Beyond the name ofiin, I would not aid 
Her bafe de(ire8 ; but what I came to kno\V 
As fervant to her, I would not reveal, 
To make my life lafi ages. 

Phi, Oh, my heart ! 
This is a faive worfe than the main difea(e. 
Tell me thy thoughts ; for I will know the leaft -- 
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy heart 
To know it ; I will fee thy thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy face. , 

BeL Why, fo you do. 
She is (for ought I know) by all the gods. 
As chafle as ice ; but were (he foul as hell. 
And I did know it thus, the breath of kings, 
The points of fwords, tortures, nor bulls of braft. 
Should draw it from roe. 

Plu, Then it is no time 
To dally with thee ; I will take thy life, 
For I do hate thee ; I cou'd curfe thee now. 

Bel. If you do hate, you could not curfe me worfe ; 
The gods have not a puniihment in (lore 
Greater for me, than is your hate. 

P/jt. Fie, fie! 
So young and fo dilTerobling ! Tell me when 
And where thou didft po(refs her, or let plagues 
Fall on me ftrait, if I deftroy ihee not ! 

Bfl, Heav'n knows, I never did : and when I lie 
To fave my life, may I live long and loath*d ! 
Hew me afunder, and, whilll I can think, 
ril love thofe pieces you have cut away 
Better than thofe that grow ; and kifs thofe limbs, 
Becaufe you made them (b« 

Fii. 
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PhL Fear'ft thou not death ? 
Can boys contemn that ? 

Bel. Oh, what boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a man, 
That fees t^e beil of men thus pafSonate, 
Thus without reafon ? 

Phi, Oh, but thou dofl not know 
What 'tis to die. 

Bel. Yes, I do know, my Lord ; 
*Tis lefs than tp be born ; a lading fleep, 
A quiet I efling from all Jealoufy ; 
A thing we all purfue ; I know, befides. 
It is but giving over of a game 
That muft be loft. 

Phi, But there are pains, falfe boy. 
For peijurM fouls ; think but on thefe, and then 
Thy heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 

Bel, May they fall all upon me whilft I live. 
If I be perjur -d, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with \ If I be falfe. 
Send me to fuffer in thofe puniihmenta 
You fpeak of; kill mc. ' ' ^ 

Phi. Oh, what (hou'd I do ? 
"Why, who can but believe him ? He does fwear 
So earneftly, that if it were not true. 
The gods would not endure him.. Rife, Bellario ; ' 

Thy proteftations are fo deepj and thou 
Doft look fo truly, when thou^ uttercft them, 
That though I know *em falfe, as were my hopes^ 
1 camiot urge thee further: but thou wert 
To blame to injiu:e me^ for I mu^ft love 
Thy honeft looks, and take no vengeance on 
Thy tender youth. A love from me to thee 
Is firm whate'er thou doft. It troubles me. 
That I have call'dthe blood out of thy cheekff. 
That did fo well become them. But, good boy, 
Let m^ not fee thee more : fomething is done, 
That will diftra<St me, that will make me mad, 
If I behold thee ; if thou tender'ft me, 
Let me not fee thee. 

5^/. I will fly as far 
As there is morning, 'ere I give diftafte 

T« 
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To that mod honour'd mind. But through thcfe tears, 

Shed at my hopelefs parting, 1 can fee 

A world or treafon praiElis'd upon you, 

And her, and me. Farcwel, for evermore \ 

If you (hall hear, that forrow ftruck me dead, 

And after find me loyal, let there be 

A tear (hed from you in my memory, 

And I ihallreil at peace. lExii fieU 

PJbi, Bleffing be with thee. 
Whatever thou deferv'il ! Oh, where (hall I 
Eafe my breaking heart ? Nature, too unkind, 
That gave no medicine for a troubled mind ! [Exit Phil# 

SCENE, Arethufa's JipartmetU, 

Enter Arethufa. 

Are, I marvel, my boy comes not back again. 
But that I know my love will queflion him 
Over and over ; how I flept, wak'd, talk'd ! 
How I remembered him, when his dear name 
Was laft fpoke \ * and how, when 1 iighM, wept, fung,*' 
And ten thoufand fuch ! I fhould be angry at his Aay, 
Enter King. 

King. What, at your meditations ! Who attends you? 

Are. None but my lingle feif ; I need no guard ; 
I do no wron^, nor fear none. 

King. Tell me, have you not a boy ? 

Are. Yes, Sir. 

King. What kind of boy ? 

Are, A page, a waiting-boy. 

King, A handfome boy ? 

Are, I think he be not ugly ; 
Well qualified, and dutiful, I know him ; 
I took him not for beauty. 

King, He fptaks, and fings, and play? ? 

Are, Yes, Sir. 

King. About eighteen ? 

Are, I never alk'd his age. 

King, Is he full of fervice ? 

Are. By your pardon, why do you aflc ? 

King, Put him away. 

Are. Sir ! ^ - 

Kittg% 
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Klng^ Put him away; 'has done you that good fervice 
Shames me to fpeak or. 

Are, Good Sir, Jet tne underfUnd you* 

King, If you fear be, 
Shew it in duty ; put awa)^ that boy. 

Are. Let me have reafon for it^ Sir, and then 
Your will is my command. 

Kivg. Do you not blu(h to aik it ? Cad him off. 
Or I fhall do the fame to you . . * You're one 

* Shame with me, and fo near unto myfelF, 

* That,' by my life, I dare not tell myfelf 
What you have done. 

Jre. What have I done, my Lord ? 

King. Underftand me well ; 
There be foul whifpers Airring— -Caft him* off. 
And fuddenly do it, Farewel. [Exit King* 

Are* Where may a maiden live fccurely hce^ 
Keeping her honour fafe? Not with the living : 
They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams, 
And make 'em truths* They draw a nourifliment 
Out of defamings, grow upon difgraces, 
And when they fee a vi^:tue fortified 
Strongly above the battery of their tongues* 
Oh, how they call to fink it : and defeated 
(Soul-fick with poifon) firike the monuments 
Where noble name.s lie fleeping ! 

Enter Philaften 

Phi. Peace to your faireft thoughts, my deareft miftrefs ! 

Are. Ob, my dearfervapt, 1 have a war within me. 

Phi. He muft be more than man, that makes thefe 
Run into rivers. Sweetefl fair, the caufe ? £cryftals 

And as I am your flave, * tied to your goodncfs, 

* Your creature made again from what I was, 

* And newly Ipirited,' I'll right your honours. 
Are, Oh, my beft love ; that boy ! 

Phi. What boy? ' 

Are. The pretty boy you gave me ■ 

.Phi. What of him? 
Are. Muft be no more mine. 
Phi. Why ? 

Are* They arc jealous of him, 
Pbu Jealous 1 who ? 

Are, 



P H I L it S T E K, 59 

Are. The King. 

Vhu Oh, my fortune! 
Then 'tis no idle jedoufy . Let him go. 

-^^. Oh, cruel, 
Are you hard-hearted tod? Who (hall now tell you, 
How much I lov'd you ? Who (hall fwcar it to you, 
And weep the tears I fend ? Who fliall now bring you 
Letters, rings, bracelets, lofe his hcahh in fervice ? 
Wflke tedious nights in ftories of yourpraife I 

* Who now (hall (ing your crying elegies, 

* And flrike a fad foul into fenlelefs pi6ture9, 

* And make them mourn r ' Who fliall take up hklutCf ^ 
And touch it, till he crown a filent deep 

Upon my eye-lid, making me dream and cry, 
Oh, my dear, dear Pbilafter. 

Phi. Oh, my heart ! | 
Would he had broken rhee^ that made thee know 
This lady was not loyal ! Miftrefs, forget 
The boy, I'll find thee a far bettet one. 

Art. Oh, ncTer, never, fuch a boy again, 
AsmyBellarib. 

Ph'u *Tis but your fond affe^ion. 

^rip. With thee," my boy ) farewel for ever 
All fecrecy in fervants : farew'el fakh, 
And all delire to do well for itfclf : 
Let all that (hall fucceed thee, for thy Wrongs, 
Sell and betray cha ft e love i 

Phu And aH this paflioti for a boy ? 

Are. <ie was yo\ir boy ; you gave him tome, and 
The lofs of fuch muft have a mourning for, 

Phu Oh, thou forgetful woman ! 

Are* How, my Lord ? 

Phi. Falfe Arethufa ! 
Haft thou a medicine toreftore my wits, 
When I h^e loft 'em ? If not, leave to talk, ] 

And td do thus. 

Are. Do what. Sir ? * WtmW you flecp ?* 

Phi. * For ever, Arethufa.* Oh, you gods ! 
Give me a worthy patience : have I ftocd 
Naked, alone, the (hock of many fortunes ? 
Have I feeh mifchiefa numberlefs and mighty 
Grow like a fca upon rae ? Have I takcu 

D Danger 
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Danger as (lern as death mto my bofom , 

And laugh'd upon it, made it but a mirth. 

And flung it by. ? Do I live now like him, I 

Under this tyrant king, that languiihing 

Hear^ his fad bell, and fee^ his mourners ? Do I. 

Bear all this bravely, and muA fink at length 

Undiera woman's faliehood ? Oh^ that boy. 

That curfed boy ! None but a rillain boy, 

To wrong m€ with ! 

Are. Nay, then I arobctray'd; 
I feel the plot cad for my overthrow ; 
Oi^, I aiA wretched 1 

Phi, Now you may take that little right I have. " ! 

To this poor kingdom : give it to your hoy ! / - 

For I have no joy in it. Some far place 
Where never womankind durdfct her foot. 
For burfting with her poifons, mufl I feek, 
And live to curfe you : 

There dig a cave, and preach to birds and beads 
What woman is, and help tofave them from you. 
How heav'n is in your eyes, but in your hearts 
More hell than hell has ; how your tongues, like fcorpioosy 
3oth heal and poifon : how your thoughts are woven 
With thoufand changes in one fubtle web. 
And worn fo by you. How that foolifh mao, 
That reads the dory of a woman's face» 
And dies believing it, is lod forever. 
How all the good you have is but a diadow, 
I*th* khorning with you, and>at night behind you^ 
Pad and forgotten. How your vows are frod, 
Fall for a night, and with the next fun gone» 
. How you are, being taken all together, 
A mere confuiion, and fo dead a chaos. 
That love c^not didinguifh; Thefe fad texts, 
' Till my lad hour, I am bound to utter of you. 
So farewel all my woe, all my delight ! [£.«"/• 

Are. Be merciful, ye gods, and drike me dead. 
What way have I defervM this ? Make my bread 
Tranfparent as purccrydal, that the world, 
Jealous of me, may fee the fouled thought 
My heart holds. Where fliall a woman turn her eyes. 
To find out condancy ? * Save me,' how ♦ black,* 

ISnter 
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Enter Bellario. 
* And' guiltily^ metbinksy that boy looks now \ 
Ohy thou diflembler^ that, before thou fpak'i^, 
Wert in thy cradle falfe ! Sent to makeliesi 
And betray innocents ; thy Lofd dnd thou 
May glory in the a(hes of a maid 
FoolM by her pailion ; but the coriqueft is 
Nothing fo great as wicked. Fly away, 
Let my command force thee to that, which fliame 
Should do without it. If thou underftoodft 
The loathed office thou haft undergone, 
Why,- thou would ft hide thee under heaps of hills» 
Left men iliould dig and iind thee. 

BtU Oh, what god. 
Angcy with men, hath fent this ft range difeafe 
Into the nobleft minds > Madam, this grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
Tofcas, forwhich they are not fcen tofwell; 
My lord hath ftnick his anger through my heart| 
And let out all the hope ot future joys ; 
You need not bid me fly ; I come to part, 
To take my lateft leave. 
I durft not run away in honefty, 
F/om fuch a lady, like a boy that ftole, , 

Or made fome grievous fs^lt. Farewel ! The gods 
Affift you Jin your fufPriugs ! Hafty time 
Rereal the truth to your abufed lord, 
' And mine ; that he may know your .worth ! Whilft I 
Go feek out fome forgotten place to die* [E^itM 

Are. Peace guide thee ! thou haft dverthrown me opc6, 
Yet, if I had another heaven to lofe. 
Thou, or another villain, with thy looks, 
Might talk me pur of it. 

Enter a Lady. 
LaJ^. Madam, the King would hunt, and calls for you 
With earneftnefs. 

Are, I attend hii^. 
Diana, if thou canft rage with a maid, 
As with a man, let me difcover thee 
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful hind, 
That I may die purfuM by cruel hounds, 
Ai^d have my ftory written in my. wounds. \ExcunK 

End of the Third Act. 

Da ACT 
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JSCENE, amaj. 
Enur Phifafler. 

OH, that I had been pouriih'd in thefc woods 
.With milk of goats, aad acorns, and not known 
The right of crowns, nor the diflembling trains 
Of women*s looks; but diggM myfclf a cave, 

• Where f , ipv fire, my qattle, and my bed, 

• Mi^ht have been (hut together in onp ihed ;* 
And then had taken me fome mountain girl, 
Beaten with winds, chaileas the hardened rocks 
Whereon file dwells; .that mi^ht hare ftrewM my bed 
"W ith leaves, and reeds, and with the ikins of beafts 
Our neighbours ; * and have borne at her big brcallt 

• My large coarfe iffue !' This had been a lile 
Free froAi vexation ! 

Enter BclUrk). 

j&tf/. Oh, wicked men ! 
An innocent may walk fafc among bcafts : 
Nothing affaults me here. See, my griey'd lord 
Looks as his^ (bul were fearching out the way 
To leave his body. Pardon ine, that^yft - 

Break thro' thy laft command \ for I muft fpeak ; 
Yow, that are griev'd, can pity ; hear, my Lord. 
. Pht. Is there a creature j^tibmiferabjc, 
That lean pity ?" 

Bel. Oh, my noble Lord, 
View my ftrange fortune, aod befiow on mc, 
According to" your bounty (if my fervice 
Can merit nothing) fo much as may fervc' 
To keep that little piece I hold of life 
Trom cold and hunger. 

PbL Is it thou ? * Begone !* - ' 

Go, fell thofe miflbefeemipg cloaths thou wcar'ft, 
And feed thy felf with them. 

Bel. Alas ! my Lord, I can get nothing for them : . 
The filly country people think 'tis treafon 
To touch fuch gay things. 

Phi, 
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FhL Now, by luy life, thitit 
Unkindly done, to vex me with thy fight ; • 
Thou'rt hWii again to thy diflembling trade r 
How (houldfk thou think to cozen ine again ? 
Remains there yet a plague untry*d for me ? 
Ev'n fo thou wept*ft, and lookM^ft, andfpok'ft, when firft 
I took thee up : carfe on the time ! If thy 
Con\mand in g tears can work on any other, 
Ufe thy old art, I'll not betray it. Which 
Way wilt tjiou take, that I mapr feun thee ? for 
Thine eyes are poifon unto mine ; and I 
Am lotk to grow in rage. This wfty, or that way ^ 

Bel, Aiiy will ferve. But I will chufe to have 
That path m chace that leads unto mygrave. 

[Exeunt feveraiy^ 
Enter Dion and tbe Woodmen. 

Dion. This is the firangeft fudden chance ! You, 
woodman ! 

1 ^<>^. My Lord* Dion.* 

Diani Saw you a lady come thi^ way en a (able horfe 
fiudded with ilars of white ? 

2 Wood. Was (he not young *and tall ?* 

Dion, Yes. Rode^he to the wood, or to the plain T 

2. tf^ood. Faith, my Lord, we faw none. \Exeunt Wood. 

2>/>». Pox of your queftions then \ 
' ^ ■ Enter Clesemont. 

What, is (he found > 

Cle. Nor will be, I think. There's already a thou- 
fand Catherlefs tales amongfl us ; fome. fay; her horferun 
away with her; fomr, a wolf purfued her f others, it 
was a plot to kill her ; and that armed men were feen in 
the wood : but, queilionlefs, (he rode away willingly. 
Enter Eang and Tbrafiline. 

Jl!i«f. Where is fhe? 

Cle. Sir, I cannot tell* 

lOng. How is that? 
Sir, fpeak you w^iere (lie is. 

lyion. Sir, I do nor know. n 

King. You have betray'd me, you have let me lofe 
The jewel of my life. CJo, bring her me» 
And fet her here Ipe/oie me ; 'tis tbe King 
Will bave it fo. Alas ! what are we kings ? 

D 3 Why 
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Why do you » gods, place ^as ahove the l^fi ; 

To be fcry'd, flatter^d,.ai^d adored, till we 

Believe we hold within our, hands yo^r thunder : 

And when we come to try tbepow'r we bave^ 

There's not a leaf ibakes at our threaten ings. 

I haveium'dy ^ris true, and here iland to bepumilhM ; 

Yet would not thus be puniili'd. 

Enur Pharamond ^«^ Galatea. 

JOng, What, is fee found? 

Fha* J^i we hav^ ta'rn her hoxfe. 
He galloped entpiy by ; there i% fome treafoa : 
You, Galatea, rode with her into the wood i why left yo*. 

.GaL She did cominadad me* [^er ? 

ICiMg, You're all cu^uing to obey us for our burt ; 
Bat I will have her. 

ifcun all, difperfe yourfdvea. ; ihe tpap ^at finds her. 
Or (if ft^e^ekiirc!^) the traitor; Til make hhn great. 

jFJja, Come, let us feek. 

King, Each mm a feveralway; iwere I Bvyfelf. 

SCENE, Another Purt of the Whod. 

Eitar AiWl^ttfa. 

Are. Where afti I now ? Feet, find me outa way^. 
Without t^e couniel <tf niy-tToubled head ; 
1*11 follow you boldly aboot thefe wood*, . 
O'er mountains, thoiough brambles, pits, and floods : 
Heaven, I hope, willeafe me. . I am fick. 
Ehht Bcliario. 

SeL Yondcr'sn^lfldyj hcaVn knows, I wantnothiflg^' 
Becaufe I do not wHh to live ; yet I 
Will try her charity. Ohenr, you that have plenty. 
And from that flowing flore, drop fome on dry ground s-fee, 
The lively red is gone to guard her heart j [Sbefainu. 
I fear, i(he faints. Madam, look up ; (he'breathes not ; 
Open once more thofe rofy twins^ and fend 
Unto my Lord, your lateft farewel ; Oh, fhe fiirs : 
How is It, Madam ? -Speak fome comfort* 

Are. *Ti3 not gently done, 
To put me in a miferable life, 
Andholdmethei^; I pray thee, letmego, 
I (hall do befl without thee ; 1 am welU 
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JKnier Philaftcr. • > 

FUfi, l!am to blame to be fo siuacli in rage t . * « 

I'll tell her coolly, irhen and '^hene I iioai^ * 

TlusVilHng truth. I will be tempemte 
In fpeaking:, And as j^ift in heainng k. ig<x^^<Hls, 

Oh, mpn(lrou&! [^^/ff^ /^£m,] Teiftpt vie jaot^^yeg^dal' 
Tempt not a frail man ! what's he, thftt h^i a /heart. 
But he mud eiafie it hem f 

jB^/. My Lord, help the Princefs, 
Are, I am well, forbear.. 
Pbi. Let me love lightning, let meibe embracM. 
And kifs'd Hy ifcorpiaila, -or adooe (Hie eyei 
Ofbafiistca) satherthamtruft the tongues 
Of hell-bred wonea ! SomtgoodgtSi lodk down^ 
And fhrink thefe veins up ; iltdcfneiiore afioac, . 
Lading to ages in the snemory 
Of this damti^d a6t ! JHeai* mt, you iwidced ones'! 
You have put 'hills of fise into this hscai, 
Ni>ttoibe quenchMwivh testes ^ A>r*which imay .guik . 
&tion ydur bdfoms ! at your-nieals^ and beds, 
Defpair await vou ! What, before.iny Ikae f 
Poifon of afps between your lips! Di&afcs 
, Be your belt ilTues ! Nature malte a icurfe^ 
And throw it on you 1 

j^e. DearPhflWtet, ienw 
To be eni'ag^d, and bearme. 

\PhL Ihave^done: 
Forgive ray pafSon. Not t&e eahnediie% . 
When J3Solos lodes -tip.bb windy baood, . . 

U le& difturb'dtkan L I^n.make}wfi know at* , ' 

Sear Arothufa, <b but takq this wrd, 
And fearch how temperate a heart I have; 
Then you , and this your boy, may im and fdgn 
In fin, wifhouticomroul. Wiltthon, BeilaHo? 
I pr*y th€«e, ^Hl ime; V i(hou act poor, and wmy'tt, . 

* Nouriih ambitious thoughU|' wdien I Am dead s 

• This v^y were f»acr** 
Are, Kill you! 

J5f /r Not for a wotld. 
^FbL I blame not'ttee, 
Bellario ; thou haft done bnt^^at whidi 'gods 
Would have.t¥aiia£»tm*d4fcenifelirns to do 1 / JBegine, 

' Leavt 
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< Leave me without reply ; thitistKelaft 

* Of all our meeting. Kill me mth this fvrord ! 

* Be wife, or worfe will follow ; we arc two 

* fianh cannot bear at once.' Refolve to do, or fu&r* 
jfre. If my fortunes be fo good to let me fall 

Upon thy hand, I (hall have peace in death. 
Yet tell me this> will there be no ilanders. 
No jealoufics in the other world, no ill there? 
Fhi. None. 

Are. Shew me then the way. 
Pir/. Then guide 
My feeble hand, you that have i>ow'r to do it ? 
Foy I muft perform a piece of juftice. If youryouth 
Have any way oiended hcav*n, let pray'rs 
Short and, effedual reconcile you to it. 

Enter a Country Fellow. 
Coun* I'll fee the King if he be in the forefl ; I havcf 
hunted him thefe two hours ; if I fhould come home 
and not fee him, my fifters would laugh at me. 
There's a courtier with his fword drawn, by this hand, 
upon a woman, I think. 
Are,! am prepar'd. 
Phi, Are you ^t peace? 
Jre. With heav'n and earth. 
Phi. May they divide thy foul and body ! 
Couu. Hold, daflard ! offer Jto fliike a woman ! 

[Preventing him. 
Phi. Leave ua, good friend. 

Are. What ill-bred man art thou, thus to intrude thy- 
* Up6n our private fports, our recreations ?' " [fclf 
Ccun. I underiland you not ; but I know the knave 
wou'd have hurt you. 

Phi. Purfuethyown affairs; it will be ill [me to. 
To multiply blood upon my head, which .thou wift force 
Couu. Iknow not your rhetorick ; but I can lay it on^ 
if you offer to touch the ^oman. 

Phi. Slave, take what thou defcrr'il. {They^^ht^ 

Are. Heav'ns guard my Lord ! 

Beh Unmanner'dboor !— my Ldid !— r— 

[Interpofing^ is tMunded. 
Phi. I hear the tread of people : I am hurt. 
The gods take part agaiuft me, cou'd this boor 
^ Have 
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Have held mp thus elfe i I mu^ ftuh for life. 
Though I do loath it. [Ex, Phil, afiJ^U 

Coun» I oanoot follow the rpguc. 

JEnter Pharamoftd, Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiliney and 
Wdodftyeo. 

Fha. What art thou? 

Caun. Almoin k^ird I am for a ibolkh wqman ; a k^aw 
would have hurt her. 
. Pba, The princefsi geotleonei;! 1 

Dioa. 'Tis above wonder ! Who {hould.dare dothk ? 

Pha. Speak, villain^ who would have hurt the Prii>- 

Coun. Js it the Priocefs ?. [ce& i 

Dion. Ay. 

Conn, Then I have fcen foraething yet. 

Pha. But who would have hurt her ? 

Cqkh. I told youy a rogue i I ne'er faw hiip beforei L 

P/^tf • Madam, who was it ? 

Are. Some dilhoneil wre;tch ; 
iUaa ! I kaow him not, and do ibrgive hha« 

Comm. He's hurt hiinfblf, and foundly too« he can^ 
not go far ; I made my father's ^Id fox ^ about hit eari« 

fi0» H«w will you have me kill him f 
"_ Are. Not at .all, 
•Tis ibme diftraded fcllow. ^ 
If yoadotakeinm, hrinj^hknq.ulck tojsei 
Andl willftudy fora|)aaiihment, . 
Great as his fault. 

Pha. I will. 

Arf. But fwear. 
Pha. By all my love, I wiJl : 
Woodmen, condvi^ the Princefs to the King, 
And bear that wounded JfelUw unto dreffing : 
Come, gentlemen, we'll follow the ^hace clofe* 

\fix. Are. Pha, Dion. Cle* Thra. and i Woodmatt« 
Caurt. I pray you, friend, let me fee the King. 
2 Woed. That youfiialL and receive thaAks. 
Cau9, If I gc^i clear or this, I'll go fee no more gay 
fights. lExeuMU 

SCENE, atiotJier Pari ifftJ^ W^d. 
Enter Bdlario, KMithafcarf. 
' Bel. Yes, I am hurt j and would to heav'n it were 
A^death's wound to me ! I am faint ai^dweak ' 

With 



46 P H I L A S T E R. 

With lofs of blood : my fplnts ebb a-pace : 
A heavinefs near death (its on ray brow, 
And I muft fleep : bear roc, thou gentle baiA,* 
Forever, if thou wilt; you fweet ones all. 
Let me unworthy prcfs you : I cou'd wifli^ 
I rather were a corfe Urcw'd over with you, 
Than quick above you. * Dulncfs (huts mine eyes,. 
• And I am giddy. Oh ! that I could take 
So found a deep, that I might never wake. 
Enter Philaftcr. 

Pbi, T have done ill ; my confcience calls me fal(c. 
What (Irike at her, that would not flrike at me ! 
When I did fight, methought, I heard her pra^y 
The gods to guard me. She may be abus'd. 
And I a loathed villain. If jihe be» 
She'll not difcover me ; the (lave has wounds^ 
And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 
Who's this? Bellario deeping I If thou beefl 
Guilty, there Ibao juftice that thy fleep 
Should be fo found ; and mine, whom thou haft wrone'd^ 
So bfoken. " * * 

BeU Who is there ? My Lord Philafier ! 






Hark ! You arepurfu'd; fly, fly my Lord f and fare 
Yourfelf. 

PbL How's this ! would'ft thou I (hould be fafe } 

BeL £lfe were it vain for me to live. Oh, feize. 
My Lord, thisofferM means of your efcape ! 
ThePrincefs, I am fure, will ne'er reyealyou; 
They have no mark to know you, but your wounds i 
I, coming in betwixt the boor and you. 
Was Woimded too. To day the lofs of blood 
I did bind on this fcarf, which thus 
I tear away. Fly ! and 'twill be believed 
^Twas I alTaird the Princefs. 

PbL O heavens ! 
What haft thou done ? Art thou then trve to me } 

BeL Or let me perifli loath'd ! Come,Vy goodLord^ 
Creep in amongft thofe bufhes. Who does know, 
But that the gcSs may fare your much-lov'd breath ? 

Phi. Oh, 1 (hall die for^ief ! What wilt thou do ? 

Beh Shift fofmyfelf well: peace. I hear 'em come ! 

mtbu 
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Within* FoUoWt follow, follow ; that way they went* 
BfL With my own wounds I'll bloody my own fword f 

1 need not counterfeit to fall ; heav'n knows 

That I can ftand no longer. 

Emer Pharamond^ Dion, Cleremont, ThmfiUne, &V. 

Pba, To this place we have trackM him by his blood* 

Ck. Yonder, my Lord, creeps one away.. 

Dion, Stay, Sir^ what are you ? 

BeL A wretched creature wounded in thefe woods 
Bybeails! relieyeme, if your names be men. 
Or I Ihall pcriOi ! 

Dion. This is he, my Lord, 
Upon my foul, alTaird her ; Vis the boy. 
That wicked boy, that' ferv*d her. 

Pha^ bh, thou wretch ! 
W))at caufe could'K thou fliape 
To hurt the Prlncds ? 

Bel. Then I am betray'd. 

Dion. Betray'd! no, apprehended. 

BfL I confefs, 
Urge it no more, that, bigwich evil thoughts, 
I fet upon her, and did make my aim 
Her death. For chanty, let fall at once 
The punifliment you mean, and do not load 
This weary flefh with tortures ! 

Pba* I will know 
Whohir'd theq to this deed. 

BeL My own revenge, 

Pba. Revenge, for what ? 
' Bel. It pleas'd her to receive 
Me as her p^e, and, when my fortunes ebbM, 
That men itrid o'er them carelefs, fhe didfliower 
Her welcome graces on me, and did fweir 
My fortunes, till they ovecflow'd their banks, 
Threatening the men that crofl 'em ; when, as fwift 
As (brms arife at fea, (he turn'd her eyes 
To burmng funs upon me, and did dry 
The fireams ihe had beftow'd, leaving me worfe^ 
And more contemn'd than other little orooks, 
Be»ufe I had been great. In (hort, I knew 

4 I could 
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I \;ould not lite, and ihcarcfote did dcfiit 

TodicrcTengM. 

. Pba. If tottures can fte* found. 

Long as thy natural life, prepare to fbd 

The utCDoi): rigmir- 

Cle, Help to lead him hence. 

Phila(!er comes forth. 

Phi, Turnback, yon rarifters of innocence f 
Know ye ttiQ price of that you bear away 
So ruddy? 

Pha. Who'^sthat? 

Dion. *Ti8 the Lord Philafler. 

Phi* 'Tis not the treafure of alK Vsop in one, 
The wealth oi l^agos, nor the rock* of pearl 
That pave the court of Neptune, can weigh do\Tn 
That virtue. It was I aifaird the Princefs. 
Place rae, fome god, upon It pyramid, 
Higher than hills of earth, and lend a voice 
Loud as your thunder to me, that from thence 
I may difcourfc to all the Under- world 
The worth that dwells in hifn ! 

Pha. How's this? 

BeL My Lord, fame man 
Weary of lifej, that would be gladtodfe. 

Phi. Leave thefe untimely courtefies, Beffario. 

BeL Alas! hc*tmad; come, will you lead me on ? 

Phi. By all the oaths that ipea ought moll to keep, 
And gods do puniih mofl, when mei^dd break. 
He touched her not. Take heed, Bdljario, 
How thou doft drown the virtues thoxthaft ftown. 
With peijury, By all that's good, *twas I ; 
You know, Ihe flood betwixt me and my right* 

Pha. Thy pwn ton«ic be thy judge. 

Ck. ItwasPhilafter. 

Dion* l8*t not a brave boy ? 
Well, Sirs. I fear me, we are all deceivM. 

Phi. Have I no friend here? 

Dion. Yes. 

Phi. Then (hew it] fome 
Good body lend a band to draw us nearer.- 
Would you harr? teart (hed for you when-yoo die*? 
Tbeniay me gently on his neck, that thext 

I may 
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I may weep floods, ^^^ey kadhim t§ Bdlario.] and h^oke 

mA my fpirit ; . . 

^Tis Bot the wealth of Plutus, nor th^ gold 
. L^ck'd in the heart of earthy can buy away 
This arm -p full from me. You hard-hearted men, 
Bfore ftony than thefe mountaiss^ean you fee 
Soch clear piire blood ^xo^^ and not cot your flefti ^ 
>To ibp hia life? To biml whofe letter wouirdst 
Queens ought to tear their hair, and wkh their tcari 
:Sttthc them. Forgive me, tftwu that art the wealth 
Of poorPhihifteri 

Enter Khn^^ Atethufa, mfd^OmtrsL 
King. Is th'c Tiltam ta*cn ? " 

Pba. Sir, tieret>e two confefs the deed; baeiaykwai 
Philaftiw.- . 

PbU Queftiott it no more, it waa. 
V King. ( The fellow that did fight with ium, will tell as. 
Are. Ah, me I I know he wflL 
King. Mdttot you know him ? 
Are. No, Sir? if it was he, he was <K%uired> 
ThL I was to. Oh, iny Hans :! that i (hould iiTO filU. 
King, Thou ambkious fool ! 
Thou, that haft laid a trun for thy own life % i 
^ Nowil do mean tod^, V\\ leave to talk.* 
Bear him to prifon. ' 

^e« Sir, they' did pkat together to take hence ' 
Thit harmlefs hfe ; ihouki it paft unreven^'d^ ' 

i (hould to earth go weeping : grant me then * 

^By all the lore a father bears his child) ' " * 

The cttftody of bo^^ and to appoint ■» . - , ^ ^ ^ 
Their torttn«s and their death. 

King, 'lis grafited r take them to you, with a gtrard. 
Come, princely Pharamond, this bufmefi pail, • 
We may with more fecurity go on 
To your intended match. ^ {lE^xeunU 

En© of die F^u&th Actp 
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.• SCEhiB,. tin Taiaa. 
Enter Phila0er, Arethufa, aad^ellano. 

r •,ARETHtf8A. Z 

NAY, ^deiir JHia^flcr,, grieve frtc! nffe are well! '. 
MfLhlAy, good iQ^'£ord» idfbtar ; ivt sre'wott- 
r i > tiVouflweih •..'•• 

• Bi/jLOh, Aiwhtifa I Oh.fiellam !. leave to be kind: 
I Ihall be fhot from heav'n, as now f eootreartlt^ 
If you;£Qnti>ia/dliDtk lumnki^^ 
Falfe to a pair of the moft urjuily .'oaea 
•Tiiat ifever eartb bort. :Can it bearlus all h . 
Forgive, and leave me ! but the King hath fe»< 
To call me to my death*: Oh,- (bewitnifc, •< ; 
And thea forget me. And for ifcoa^ lay boy, . 
I (hall deliver words willnio&lify ^ 1 * , 
The hearts of beads, to fpare thy inn9cen!(4lt . 

• JBcL Alas, My Lord, my ii£r is aoCa thing' . . 
. Worth )r. yoar iiohle thoughjtft; '(ds.nai<atii«», t . 

' Tis but a piece of childhood thrown tway : . 
Should loutliveyioa, liiiojuldtbeaotutUve. ; 

Virtue and'hoaouf ;vaBd,'whctt«h«t day caitoe^, .; • 
If ever I fhall clofe thefe eyes butomaei; ' ! 

May I iivc f^&ed for dny perjtfry, , :* 

And wailismyliifibst^noAihgl. j • 

• jir€, AodJ (tbewiar^rilmkidthatQViQrwAi,; 
ForcM with my handsto bring my Lord to de^^) " 
Do by the honour of a virgb fwear. 
To tell no hours beyond it. 
,* P/>/. Make mc not hated fo. . 
People will tear me, whco they fiad ypu true' i 
To fuch a wretch as I ; I ilialldte loath^« 
Enjoy your kingdoms peaceaWy, whilft V- . * • 
For ever flecp forgotten with my faults, 
EvVy juft fervant^ cv'ry maid in love, 1 
Will have a piece of me, if you be true. 

• \Are, My dear Lord, fay not fo, 

• Bei. A piece of you ! 
He was not born of woman, that can cut 
It and look on. 

4 -PW. 
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* Phi* Tftke me in'taarfc betwikt y«m ; , - • ; 
' For elJTe my heart wS)) break with Ihtoac and forrow. . 

* -^rr. Why, Yis well. • • . * . 
^ iRr/. Lamex^t no more. 

* Phi. What would you hare done 

* If ywk had wrong*d me bafieiy, and had found 

* My life no price, compM-M to y^mn } ifor lovc^ StfV 

* Deal wiih nne pfaiuly;. , . . 

* BeL Twas miftaken, Sir; 

^/»Z»/. Wfcy^if itwew/ - . ,._ ' 

* Bel. Then, Sir, we would h^e aic'd y«ttr.pard«ft» 

* Phi. And have hope to enjoy \i} 
^ Are^ Enjoy it! ^•. 

f P^*. WoukkybUy indeed ^ be pUia» . . 

* BtU We would, iny Liffd. 
f PAf • Fomvemcthett. 

, ♦ At9^ So, To. 

^ BfA 'Ti» as it (heiikl be oow« 

t i>ifr^ I^ to my death. ^^ . .(£«rn< * 

SCENE^ the Prf/enet aSamitr. .. ' | 

£jif/r K!bg, Dion; Cleremonr, WThndiline* . 

-Xm^ Gentlemen, who favr the Prince f = I •. -r 

C^» So pleafe you, Sir, he^ gone to f^ the cit]rt : * f 
AM the new platform, with ibme gemlenMAl : ^ .if 
Attending on him.- t. .;r 

^/ffP'. 18 the Princcfs ready 
To bring her prifoper put I 

Tbra. She waits your grace* ' ' 

King. Tell her we ftay. 

EnteraMrfiMg:in '. 

Me/.^ Where's the King t , 

King.. Here. . . ■ * 

Mef. To your ftrength, O KiDg> ' . . \ 

And rcfcue the prince Pharamond from dkager;. 
He's taken prifoper by the citizens. 
Fearing the Lord Philafter. , ... 

* Entc^' another MeJIeugcr. 

* Mff. Arm, arm* O King, the city Wiamitlny,- . 

* Led by an oldgrey rufiian,, who cornea- on * 

* In refcue of the lord Philader. \Kjat^* 
. Kin^. Away to tk' citader^, L'il. fee. tbem.ia&,, 

^ • ' E a; And. 
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Afid thtii cope with thefe burgbers : lee tbe guard . . ' 
And all tbe genttcmeh givevAroog attendaBce. [E^iiti 

Ck. The city up ! This was above our wifbes. ' 

Dion. Welly my dear countrymen, if you continue/ 
and faU not back upon the lirft broken (bin, Pli have you 
chronicled, and chronicled, and cut and chronicled, and 
fung in alKt0»be-ptai£edfonnets, and graved in new brave 
hallads, that all tpnf;ue8 fliall troule yqu infacuUtfiec^or 
rum^ my kind can-carriers. 

Tbra. What if a toy take them i'th^ heels now, «nd 
they tall voip. away; and cry, the devil take the hind* 
moft? 

Dion. Then the fame devil take the forereoft too, and 
fouce him for his breakftft ! ^ If they all prove cowards^ 

* my curfes fly among tbem and be (peeing ! May they 
^ have murraiDS reign to keep the gentlemen a^ homev 

* unbound in eafy freeze ! May the moths branch their 
' velvets! May their falfeltgbts'u^ido them, and difcover 

* Itfciea,' holes, flains, and oldnefs in £heir ftul^, auid 

* make them fhop-ridl* May thev keep wbores and 
jborfes, and break ,* and live mewed up with necks of 
beef Mid tamips ! May they have, many chiUreo, and 
fione like the rather ! May chey know no language bat 
that ^bbertih they prattle to their parcels^ unleA it be 
the Gothic Latin they write in their bonds^ and may 
they write that falfe, and lofe their debts I 

Knter the King. 

Kng. *Tis Philafter, 
Kone out Philafter, mud allay this heat ; 
They will not hear me fpeak ; but call me tyrant. 
My daughter and Bellarjo too declare, 
Were he to die, that they would both die with him. 
Oh, run, dear friend, and bring tnc lord Philafter^ . 
Speak him fair ; call him prince ; do him all 
The courtefy you'can; commend me to biai. 
1 have already given orders for his liberty. 

Cle, My Loni, he's here. 

j:«/^r Philafter. 

King. Oh, worthy Sir, forgive me ; * do not' mJaHe 
« Your miferles apd my faults meet together, 

* To bring a prrcater danger. Be yourfelf, •« 

« Still fouod aniongft difeafes,* I have wroog'd yo\l, 

* And 
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* And though I ikicl U Uik^ andbeaien to it, 

* Let firft your goodnefs know it.' Calm the people^- 
And bfe what you were born to : take your love, 
And with her my repentance, ' and my wiflies, 

* And allitty pray'rs ;' by th*gods, my heart fpcak* this ::. 
And if the leaft rail irom me not.perform'dy. 

Jiiiay I be ftruck with thunder. 

P/ji. Mighty Sir, 
I will not do your greaifneft fb much wrong, 
A» not to make your word truth ; free the Princcft 
And the'ppor boy^, and let me (lan^ the (hock 
Of this mad fea-breach, which Til either turn. 
Or peri(h wkhtf* 

Kt^g» Let your^wa wtofd fre^^them. 

£7fi^ Then thus ! take my leave, kiffing yottrhand^ • 
And hanging on your fpyalword: be kingly. 
And be not mov'd. Sir; I ftall bringyoa^ peace^ 
Or never bring inyfelf back. , . . - 

Ki/ti- Allthegodftgo withtiice. . lEseimt^ 

SCENE, a Sfreet ik tht City. " - ' 
E,fU(r am M Captain and Ci4i%ens njoith Pharamondl * 

Csf. Come, my brave myrmidons, let us fall on^ 
Let Qur caps fw^rm, ray bt^s,. 
And .your nimble tongues forget your motliers' 
Gibberiili, of what do. you lack, and fet your moutha^ 
Up, chi}dren, till your pallats fallfrightedbaif a 
Fathom, pafl the cure of bay-falt and grofs pepper^ 
Af^ t\kt^ cry Philafter, brave Phi4ailen 
; Jli. PhiUftcr! Phila(Wr!. 

£V/» How do )jou U)ce thit^ my Lord Prince ? 

pla,' I hear it whh difdain, iinternfled;. 
Tet fure humanity has not forfook you ;. 
YojH WilV^^^ ^^^ me ma&credythua coolly butoher'd hf 
numbers ? 
' ' Z»/^r Philafter; 

j^n. Long live Philafter, the brave ptincc Philaft^ 

F&i, 1 thank you, gentlemen ; but why are tbefe 
Rude weapons brought abroad, to teach your hahda 
Uncivil trades ? 
. Ca/u l^Iy royal Roficlear,. 
We ate: thy myrmidons^ thy guard, thy rDarere ;i 

^ ' ^ Ki Aw 
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And wh^ thy noble body is in dur»fice» 

Tbuawe do cUp our mully murrionton^ * 

And trace the ftieets in terror. Is it peace, 

Thott Man of men ? Is the king fociable. 

And bids thee live ? Art thoo above thy foomen. 

And free as Phoebus ? Speak ; if noe, thie&and 

Of royal blood (liall be jibroachi a-tihy and fuo 

Even to the lees of honour, 

Fi?t\ Hold and be fatisfied ; i am myfelf. 
Free as my thpuglits are ; by the god&» 1 am# 

Cir/, Art thou the dainty darling of jthe king? 
Arc thou the Hylas to our Hercules > 
Is the court navigable^ and the prefence.duck . 
With flagjs of friendfliip ? If hoc, we are thy cafile^ 
Andthi? fnan ileeps^ 

P^f, I am what I de&re to be, ydur frienJ; * 
I an) what I was born to be^ your prince. 

PJja. Sir, thfre is (bme humanity in you i 
Yi^m have a noble foul ; &rget my name, 
Arui know m); mifer^ ; fet me fare aboard 
Froip thefe wild CanibaU, and, » I live, 
lUl quit tills land for ever. 

F/jt. I do pity you : jfriendtf dtfcharg^ your fears ; 
Deliver me the Prince. 

Good, my friends, go to your houfet^ and by me have 
Your pardons, atid my love ; 
And know, there (hall be nothing in my pow*r 
You may deferve, but you (hall have your wiflies* 

j^U. Longjnayft thou live, brave Prince ! 
iBrave Prince ! brave Prince ! [Exeunt Phi. axti Pba, 

Caf, Go thy ways; thou art the king of courtd^^: . 
fall off again, mv fweet youths ; come, and every man 
trace to his houus again, and hang hi$ pewter up$ then 
to the tavern, and bring your wives in muffs : we will 
have mafic, and the red^rape &adl make us dance, and 
rife, boys, lE^eunt. 



SCENE, 
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SCENE c/jartga to the Court, 

JEnter King, Arerfiufa, Galatea, Megra, Clefcmcair^' 
Dion, Thradlme, BeiUrio, and Attendants. 

King. Is it appeas'd ^ 

Dion* Sir, all » quiet as the dead of nighr^ 
As peaceable as lleep. My lord PhiMer 
Brings on the Ppnce himfelf. 

Kingm Kind gentleman ! 
I will not break the lead word I have givlii 
In promife to him. I have heap'da world 
Of grief upon his head, which yet I hope 
Towafhaway. 

Enter Philafier and Phatamond. 
Cli. Mv Lord is come. 
King. My fmi ! 
Bleft be the time, that I^ave tesive to call 
Such virtue mine ! * Now thou art in mine arms,^ 
^ Methinki I hsve a falve unto my breaft 
* For all the ftings that dwell there:' Hreams of grief ^ 
That I hare wrongM thee, and as much of joy 
That I repent it, ilFcie from mine eyes : 
Let them appeafe thee ; take thy right ; take her,~^ 
She 38 thy right too, and forget to urge 
My vexed foul with that I did before- 

Phi, Sir, his blotted from my memory, 
Paft and forgotten : for you, prince of Spain,^ ^ 

Whom I have thus redeemed, you have lull learci 
To make an honourable voyage home. 
And if you would go furniihM to your realm 
With fair provifion, I do fee a lady, 
Met^ihks, would gladly bear you company* 

Meg. Shall I then alone 
Be made the mark of obloquy and fc^m ? 
Can ihame remain perpetually. in me^ 
And not in* Others ? Or have princes falves 
To cure ill names, that meaner people want ? 

Pli>i. What mean you ? . • * ' 

. Mfg. You muft gpt another (hip 
To bear the Princefs and the boy together. 
Dion. How now ! 
Meg^ I have already publiflicd both their ftamcs- 
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* Ship us all four, my Lord ; we can endure 

«. Weather hndtviftd alike/ - ' •. 

■ Kiftg^ Gie4rtlioi><hyftlFY or^kiew-tiotine for&ther*. 
jlre. This earth, how falfe it is J What mea|i6 is le£t 
For me to dear myfelf ? It, lies in your belief..' 
My Lord ;* believe me,, and let ail tbva|^ eifo 
Struggle together to diflibhour me. 

BeL Oh, (top your ears, great Kin^ that Jmajr fpeafc* 
As freedom woy Id : then I^ will call this lady * ' ,- 

As bafe as be her adieus. Hear me, Sir ^^ 
Believe your heated blood when it rebels . . 
Againft your reafon, Tooner than this lady^ ' 

Phi. This lady ! I will foouer truft the win<f * 
With feathers, or the troubled feg with pearl. 
Than her with any thing.: believe' her dqi I ' 
Why, think yo»» if I. did belief e her wo'-ds, 
I would outlive them ? , Honour paisnot take 
K evengcf on you ; then, what were to be knowa « 

But death? , ^ : 

iCtug,* Forget her. Sir, fince all is knit 
Between us t but 1 mult'requefl of you . ' . ^ 
One favour, and will fadly not be denied^., 

/*>&// Command, whatever it bc^ 

King, Swear to |je true • ^ 

To what you protmile. 

Phi. By the Vovv'rs above,. .... 
Let it not be the death of her or hinr,s •.,»., 
And it is granted* '.' \ ' ' :. ^ . 

King. Bea J awaj the boy 
To lor^Cire. 'I will havehef clear'dprbiiried* . 

P/»// Oh, let m% call my words, hack, wpxtby.Sir ^ . . 
Aft fomething'eife t bury my life and rlgjit. . ^ ■ 

In one poor grave j, but do not take away, . . 
My life and fanic at once. . • y. 

King. Away with' hxm,» it ftandsW^vocatle.. 

B(L Oh, -kill, wi geatleipen !' .' ... ' 

*• Dion, fJo,' he!p,Sirs^* ' . ,. 

Bel. Will'you torture :me? . '^ r ' ' 

Hjng, Hafte there ; why^ftay you ^ . 

Bel. Then I'lhall not break my vow^ 
You knoWy juft gods, though I -dwfcover alt 
, Kin^. How's that I WiU lie confefs i^ • . • • 
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. />/#«• Sir» fo he (ays* . 

JIT/W. Speak then. 

BeL Great king, if you command 
"This lord to talk with nie aione, my toague^ 
Urg*d by my heart, (hall utt^r all the thoughts 
My youth hath knowiiy aad (tranter thingi than tfaefe 
You hear not often. 

King. Walk afide with him, 

[Dion 4rW Bel. w«S 4^^/ i^ether. 

Dicn. Why fpcak'ftthou not ? 

JBtU Know you this face, my Lord ? 

DioHm No. 

BiL Have you not feen it, nor the like ? 

X>/Mr. Yes, I have feea the like, but readily 
I know not wheie* 

BeL I hate been often told ' 
In court, of one £uphraiiay a lady, 
And daughter to you ; • betwixt whom and iHei . 
They, tnat would flatter my bad face, would fiirear 
There was fuch ftrange refemblance, that we two 
Could not be known afunder, dreil alike. 

DiM. By Heav'n, and fo ther6 is« 

BeL For her fur fake, 
. Who now doth fpend the fpring-time of her fife- 
In holy pilgrimage, move to the King, 
That I may Ycape this torture. 

/><M. Bui thou fpeak'd: 
As like £uphra(ia, as thou dofi look. 
How came it to thy knowledge that (lie lives 
Inpilgfimage? 

Bel, I know it not, my Lord. 
Sut I have heard it^ yet do fcarce believe it, 

Diou. Oh, my (baine, is it poflible ? Draw near^ 
. That I may gaze upon thee : art thou Ihe7 
* Or elfe her murderer ?* "Where" wert thou bom I 

BeL In Siracufa, 

/>/««• What's thy name } 

BeL Eupht^a. 

Dion, ' ris jud ; 'tis (he ; nqw I da know thee ; Oll^ 
That thou hadA died, and I had never feen 
TBee nor my (liame. 

BeL Would I had died, indeed! Jwifhittoo; 

An4 • 



St \ P H T t A 9 T fe It. 

And fo I muft have done by vow, ere ptibfifhed^ 
What I have told ; but .that there wa$Ji6 meauSr 
To hide it lonj^er ; yet I joy in 'this| 
The Princcf8,is'all ctear. 

JTiMjr. What have you doAe f 

Jhdft. All H dit«ov^r*d. 

jfre^ What is difcovcr'd ? 

Z>i#«. Wby^ tay (hame ; 
It h a weman t let her fpeak the red* 

Fifi* How ! that again* . 

Dion. It i$ a womaii. 

Phu Bleft be you^powVs that- favour innocettcc I 
It is a woman, Sir !*hark, gcntlemeu f 
It if 8 womaik>« Al-c(huft», tlikft " 
My foul into thy breaft, that would be gfHie 
With joy ; it if a woman-^thoti art fair, 
And virtuous ftill to ages, Tplght of malft^e. ' • 

^^^g* SpcsJcyoii;, wher^ liet his Ihame ^ 

3ii^ I am his daughter. 

Phi. The gods are j4ft* 
But, Beilario, . " 
(For I muft call thee ftlff fc) tfctwie, wh^ 
Thou didft^€oncealthy fex ; it was a fkutr; ' * ' 
A faulty Bfltario, though thy, other deeds 
Of truth outweigh*d4t : all thefe jealouffcs 
Had flown to nothing, if th6u hadfl difcoverM^ 
What now we know ' 

Bel. My father oft would fpeak 
Your worth and virtue, and as I did grow 
More and more appreheniive, I did thirft 
To fee the man io prals'd; but yet all this 
Was butji maidbn-lbnglng, to be loft 
As foou&s founc^; till fitting ill my Windowy 
Printing (ny thoughts tn lawh, I law a god 
\ I though! (blit tt was you) enter our gates ; 

My blood flew out, and back a^in as f^, 
> As I had puft'*d it forth andfuck*d it in 
Lik^ breath ) then was I callM away. in h$fte 
To*entertain you. NeVef was. a man, 
Ileav'd from a (licep-cotc to a fceprer, raisM 
So high in thgughts a^I^. you left a ktfs 
XJgojf^ thefe lips'th^d, Vhlch Imeauto ke^ 
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From you for evcari ItW.t^.yjojJltaflc, ^ ; . . . ;_ . 
Far above iin^iag; after you Weijcgouc, / ^ ' ^ * J 
^ I ^«r acquauued wUk noiy hcArt^ oi^a &arcli'4 *^ 
' Whatflirrii it fc: alfi^ ! I iGoundlt love; 
Yet far ffom ill, for.conldihav^ but iiy'd '. J^ 
In prefence of yoni, ^ I had ttad jny end ; 
For this I dW delude my ^jpbljB ifathcr. - . ^ ' ' 

With a fefenM pilgrimage^ and drefs^d mylelF ^ * * 
In habit of a boy ; and, for I knew 
My birth no match for you, I lyas pafi hope 
Of having you- : ,«nd - nmd^ftaiidiiig '^KrtH 
That when I made difcovery of my fcx, 
I c(Aiid not (lay with you ; I made a vow,- 
By all the moft religious things a maid 
Could call tc^ether, never to be known, 
WhilA there was hope to hide ree from mena' cytSp, 
For other |than I feen\'d, that I might ever 
Abide with you ; then fat I by. the fount, 
Where firft you took me up. 

King, Search out a match 
Within our kingdoip, where and when thou wilt, 
And I will pay thy dowry ; and thyfelf 
Wilt well (icferve him. 

Bei. Never, Sir, will I - . 

Marry ; it is a thing Within iby vow* 

P6i\ 1 grieve, fucly virtues Anyild be laid in earth 
Without an heir. Hear nie, liny royal father^ 
Wrong not the freedom. of our louls fo much, 
^0 think to take revenge of that bafe woman ; 
Her malice cannot hurt us ; ^t her free 
At ihe was born, faving from fhame and iin« 

Kinj^. WelRBeitfo. You, Pharamond, 
Shall have free paCTage, and a condu^ home 
Worthy fo great a pnnce ; when you come therei 
Remember^ 'twas your^aults that loft you her, 
And not my purpos'd will. 

Pba^ I do confefs it ; 
And let this confeilion 
Spread an oblivion o*er my follies paft* 
* Ai]i^. It (hall— All is forgot ; 
Now join your hands in one. Enjov, Phlfafter, ^ 
This kingdom, which is yours, and after me 

What^ 
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Whatever I ctU mine ; mj bleffing on you ! 
All happy, houn be at your marriage-jop, 
That yoCi may growr yourfelires cnrer all lands, 
Aod Ii?e to fee your ptenreous branches fpring 
Whcre-crer there is fun I—*— Let princes learn 
By this to nrie the paifions of their blood ; 
For^ whatHear'n wills, can never be withffood^ 
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PROLOGUE. 

WrixtO^ and fpeten by Mr. Garricji^ 

pROLO&tTESyJIke cpmfitmMs, are hfs of time \ 

^Tis penning hovisSy ,and 'making Jegs in vbymt i 
*Tis cringing at ti?/ door 'with fimj^ring grln^ 

Vn?en "Me Jhoul4 Jhevo tbe company ivHhin 

So thinks our hurd^ ^u>hoj fij^^ in rktjIJic knowkd^e^ 
Frefirme^J4o,jOMcbjhe. buckram .of the college, ^ 
Lord^ Sir ! faid /, an audience muf be wtftf V, 



L.ora^ Cttr I J aid /, an audience mujt f)e ivoo a^ -^ 

And^ lady-liiej with Jhftery putfn^d ; L 

They naufcate fellows that are blunt and rude. J 

} 



They naufcate fellows that are blunt and rude, 
Authors JhouU learn to ddnce^ as weU as write- 
Dance at my time of Ife ! Zounds ^ <ivhat a fight ! 
Grown gentlemen (*tis advertised) do learn by nights 
Tour modern prologues^ and fuch whims as ihefi^ 
The Greeks ne'er knew^~turny turn to Sophocles ■ ■ 
I read no Greek, Sir^^^ivhen I 'was at fchool^ 
Terence had prologues ; Terence was no foo l 
He had ; but why ? (r^!y*d tl^e iard in rage} 
Exotics y monftersy hadpqffifs*^ the ftage^ 
But we hanxe none^ in^hi^^enlighten^d age / 
Tour Britons now, from gallery to pit ^ 
Can reli/h nought^ but fterlingy Attic wit. 
Here, take my play ^ 1 meant it for inflruQion-^ 
If rfjymes are ivaafing for its introdufHon^ 
JE'en lei that nonfenfebe your own produHioit, 
Off njccnt the poet-^It is n&u) expedient^ 
I [peak as manager, and y Our obedient, 
/, as your caterer ^ W0uld provide you dijhes^ 
Drefid tif your palates^ feafotCdtoyourwiJheir*"^ 

- \ A3 Sq^ 
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^tfy hut y6t^re tir^J'with hoiPd audrdoft at bome^ 
We too can feud for nieeties from Rome ; 
^p jbkafe yoitr tafies will fpare nor pains nor money ^ 
Dffcard firloitts^ and get you maccarokL 
ff^^aie^er new gufto for a time me^ reign^ 
Shakefprare andheef ptufi have their turn again, 

Jf noviUies can pUafe^ to-night wfve tnuo \ 
Tho* Englijb, hthj yet Jparefoem, as^th^e nfWmmm 
To one at leaft your ufual favour fhew ; 
A female qfks it^ can a man fay nof 
Should you indulge cur * novice^ yet upfeen^ 
And crown her with your hands a tragic fueeni 
Should you voith f miles a confidence impart^ 
To calm thofe. fears which fpeak a feeling heart f 
AJjifl each Jlruggk of ingenuous fiame^ 
Which curhs a genius in its road to fame • 
With one wtfb more her whole amlition ends ■< 
She hopes Jome merits to deferve fuch friends* 
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ADVBR- 



A 1^ V E R T I S E M E N T. 

THE Author cannot fuffer this tragedy to be pub« 
Hiheif, without acknowledging the obligations he 
18 under to Mr. Garrick, not only for his tnafterly pelr« 
fbrmance in the reprcfentaiibn— (tbat is' nothing new) 
and for his prologue and epilogue, which have met with 
univerfal applaud, but likewife for his friendly advice, 
by which the play is certainly rendered much mote dra- 
matic than it was at firft. By the fame advice, ibaie 
pafiages are reftored in the printing, which were omitttd 
in the reprefentation. The reader, perhaps, may excufe 
this fmall addition to the length of the fcenes ; but with 
the fpe£tator, brevity will atone for a number of de- 
ficiencies. ^ " ^ 

Mrs. Cibber, in particular, and the other performers, 
in general, fhould have the author's thanks,~fbr the ereat 
.jumce they have done him, .did not the applaufe of thl^ 
town make any thing that he could fay uhneceffary* 
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DRAMATIS PERSON i£. 



MEN. 
45i«dybj^4fiftti!kt«n»idepen{bA^ Mf. J^ws^ . 



WOMEN'. 
jFifginia, idaiigltter to £.. VJr^lm^ JIIc8« <Sil4ien: 

Guards, li^tors, attendants, (sfc, 
SCENE, ROME. 



VIR- 
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VIRGINIA, 



A C T L 

SCENE, an Apartmeia in Claudtus'/ Hf 9% in Rmn ' 

Enter Claudius and Rufui. 

Clavdiusw 

RUFUS^ didft mark VirgintU8» with what fcorn 
He ey'd us, as we pafsM his gates biK now ? 

Ruf* Old z^ and frantic dreams of Rome and gldfj^ 
Rave turned his rifionary brai^. 

ClanJ. Saw'Athou 
With what impetuous hafte and eager looU 
He iflued forth } 

Ruf. What is the caufe ? 

OW. Afumiiions 
Is juft arriy'd, that calls him to the camp ; 
A battle it expend ev*ry hour. - •- 

Tu lucky, and will favour the defign. 
Of our ifccemviron his beauteous daughter. • 

Ruf. This raih purfuit of a cootradted maid, 
I fear, will have fome fatal end. Should Appiut 
Employ his pow*r— I tremble at the thought I 
Virginius is ador'd throughout the tribes ;• 
His filver hairs, his honour, his rough eloquence. 
Would fire all Rome. We muft find out fome way 
To turn him from fodefperatea courfe. 

ClauJ, Impoflible and vain !*-»Hts headlong pafliont 
Mock all controul. Of that no more. I tell thee» 
No choice is left, but to contrive the means 
To footh her to his arms. 

Rttf. To footh her, Claudius ! 
Thou kaow^A fhe is contraAed ; nay, with ib&dneft ' 

She 
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Sbe lores tht jieoplc's darling, youn^ Icilius ; 
He who fo bravely fcrv*d them as their Tribune* 
Will fhe be won, by arts of foft perAiafioo, 
To quit his graceful form, his youth amd ardor^ 
For the flern afpe^ and declining years 
Of Appius# 

HdrW. Itard it feems, yet not impOlRble; 
I hav't in charge to make th' attempt at leaft 
Wtrtiout delay, 

Ruf. What, while the hot Centurion 
Hemains in Rome ? t 

Claud, He is fet forth already 

Will turn his back on Rome. His pride and honour 
Will fpur him to ^camp with ^ry %e«ii : 
There's danger there, aim flWiy t9 be won. 
Th' 9ij^p^,i«^f%f<p, «or Ruiu .w^ Lofe ji mon^nf. t 
When oac<e44e,^ttlei. o!era. he wil^ r/eturj>, 

l^^bf^PI W\^\kf^W&^^ ^S^.^r ^ vdoubly^urm'A 

W ith pow'r t' oppofe us, . £ 

Ruf. It can ne'er fuccce3. ",,.,. 

Claud. Co^wPiP*^K*l:bulroJ5i M f^^ 

She is 'Virginia's truf!ed friend ohemiglu 

Work glorious mifchief ! c - ., - • . . ' 

Ruf, Marcia \ gen'rous Marcia l . , 

Will hie combi«fii^sfiiaj4*rJf,jBr^5(|.? ,:^ . , 
The jarring elements as £>QA^{)o^4c^jpai;i;. , /< ^ ,\ 
Their contraries ! ,, - .'.,,,... ' , ' J 

Claud. Wt««;if hetaf j[be Wa ' ^ , 

Iciiius? 

Ruf Hea¥9nsl 

C/ir«^.;If bodt.nureyesan^^i'S .. 
Deceive me not, (he & (beply wounded, ^ufui* 

i?«/. I n.aU^maz'4 ! If this be f/i»-«^^- 

Clauik Ay, Rufu^, . I 

If this "be fo, then wberis,are iruthf ,9tid honour ? 
Le% tx^y nfttus^ and ivf cm poiBon work 
In w(^ip^||*$ broaft-— ^ a(|^ no iiyiie-^'Tis vnc. 
It founds well,^th^i« loc|g UA of titled vartues > 
But it weighs little. 

Ruf Ilave you try'd hear yfit? 
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Claud. Some diftant hints V'tt dropp'^? ' ' 

IVe talk'd of Appius* mvriagc with' ¥it^dk| 
And blain*d the rigid ta\€t that fbrbtdd 
Rtticianand'plebcianftloodlOirtMc; - . 

My 'purpofc was to fbund her ; for thoti ktfaiw^ft • 
Her birth is of tht hbWeff ; hut Icilius 
Is of plebeian race. 

Ruf. How heard ffietMrf' 

Claud. With filcnt, deep attention; but hcr'efCSj^ 
And her emotiony tdd ttte all ivithm-i-*— • 
Mcthink* 1 hear her voice. Go, Rttfu« j hafte 
To Appius ; tell hinj, that I go to pay 
Obedience to hid will; and in the Forum 
Will let him know th' event, and wait his pleafore. 

SnterVhtM. 

JSar, tcatnenotondefigntointermpt 
Your earneft cbnfercncc. 

Ci5tf«^. Marcia,tothce 
My fdul knows no reTcrve ; bqt longs to fhare 
Her troubles, hopes, and fears ; each riling thought; 
Each weaknefs, and each wint, with faithful Marda. 

Mar. Thmi fefeitr'ft diftutWd* That brow. With cafe 
Denotes a fiorm within. [o'erclouded| • 

Claud. Too truly guefsM. 
Thy aid I want, thy counftf . UxvAt tell thee , 
The weight that my -foul labours with. 

Mar. My brother. 
Thy griefs are all my own ; and if the worid 
Contain a remedy, to purchafb it, 
111 givemy means, my life, my all, as freely' 
As I give font this air I draw. 

Chud. Oh, Marcia ! 
Virmnia *(he, (he is the caufc ! 

Mar: Virginia \ 
My dear and generous friend !— What means mf brothcrf 
This infant I cxpca her 

Claud. [Interrupting her.] What, Virginia !" 
E^pcarher here !— Oh, fay !— • ' 

Mar. Shall iHroneeal 
From CUudius aught. I we^etowrosrghnlore-**'-^ 

KnoH 
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Know then, this <hy Icitius iccredy 
' Intends to enter Rome. 

Claud. Heav'ns ! on wkatcaufe ? 
Ha !— furc be has not heard — It cannot be— [4fiJei 

Mar. Th'impatienceof a lover. Thro* my means^ 
He begs to meet tl^e objed of his m(hes ; 
To (leal a look^ to breathe a figh, no more« 

C/<y«^. But knows Vir^ia his intent? 

, Mar. She does not ; * 
I only fent t* intreat her to pafs hither. 

Oaud. ^arcia, I do conjure thee, by the gods. 
By all thou hold'Il moftdear, attend and hear me I 
Prevent their meeting, break this fatal match. 
Or Appius, ftung to frenzy, will commit 
Some ad of defperation— — Oh, 'twill fare 
Thy friends, thy brother, Appius,nay Virginia 
And Rome itfelf, perhaps, from inftant ruin i - [Tbink^ 

Mar. Ah, Claudius ! whither wouldfl thou lead me ?-^ • 
Think, what I owe to friendfhip and to honour. 

Qaud. Honpur commands all private ties (hould yielcL - 
To public good. Wouldflthoubehold our Greets 
Strown with the carcafes of flaughter'd citizens. 
And Tyrber's wave run purple with their blood ? 
Ha, civil difcord, Marcia 1 ' 

Mar. Gods, cut fliort 
My thread of life, ere that dread hour arrives ! 

Claud* 'l^is ev'n at hand, and, like a horrid comet. 
Hangs o'er our fated heads, portending plagues, 
And genVal defolation to mankind ! 

Mar. Why doil thou tempt me with thefe fiiapes of 
To ray perdiuon ? I d^e be unhappy, [terror, 

Unhappy, but not bafe. Oh, my Virginia 1 
Companion of my youth ! the tender band 
Of amity, that link'd our infancy, 
Grew with bur growth, and ripen'd with our yea#s, 
Sfiall I BOW break thefacred knot with treafon ? 
Icilius too-^a friend ! — What have I faid ? 
A friend !— Ah, Marcia ! would he were no inore ! 
But, hu(h, my fighs ! [4fide*'\ How (lull I look on him, . 
When he (lull know, that Marcia was the ferpenx 
That Hung his heart ? 

Ciaudn* 
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. C%nKy, Icalius?— — he4r me^Marcia— -— 
If rhou would i\ favc Ictlius from deftTu€t:oii, 
« Burfl all the tiei^tiilt bkid hTtn to Virginia ; 
By heav'ns, his very life, his being, »U, 
Depend on thy compHance, 

Mar* Ha !-»-his life !— 
fiaidft thou his life ! — ^be ftill, my trembling heart, (j^tftk 

Claud. DiforderM! [AfiJe. 

Mar, Muft Icilius* life then pay 
The purchafff of his love ? 

Oiw^. Tis as I wifliM • I4fde^ 

Can Marcraaft ?— (hould Appius* hopes be blaftcd, 
Thinks th^u be*d e*cr endure a hated rival 
Should live to triumph o*erh»m, and poflefs 
The prize he loft ?— To pierce Icilius* heart, 
And glut his fierce rcTenge, Applus would ivade 
Thro' feas of blood! 

Mar^ Look down, ye pitying gods, 
Or I am loft? [4/^Jt. • 

Gaitd, Diflodge thif fatal image. 
That fills Virgin ia*s breaft ; make room for Appius ; 
Tmft me the time will come, when cVn Icilius 
Shall thfiinlc ihy care, and bids the hand that fav'd him. 
A more aefpicious love fliall crown his wifhcs, 
And kinder ftars ftia41 rei^'-n ! 

Mar. I dare Act, canncjt ■ • 

Claud. Enough— « — thou hall decreed Icilius* fall, 
And all muft- go to wreck. \Gotn^^ 

ACrr, "Diftrai^ me nor ! — — 

Oh, ftay l -tho* I fh uild try to plead for Appius, 

What could I hope?— Repulfe, reproach, and fliame 
At once would daih th' arteinpt 

Claud, ift) pkjad for Ap:>ius ! 

Feeble and vain ! — Thou muft fy-v dlfcord, Marcta, 
Between the lovers ; Appiusthen \x\\\y prv)fper. 

Mar, Moil foul^ and horrid ! 

Claud. ' Jhis a nHbteou^ fraud 

To cheat *em into fafety but no more 

-Heat'n points the only way to peace and blifa ; 
If thou wilt notpurfueit, take th* event. 
ACir. Oil, love! Oh, virtue! how ye tearthis heart ![ /^r/r. 
Means Appius noblv ?' Does he purpofe marriage, 
Aid hoh* rites ? 

B Claud. 
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Claud. *Ti8 bis foul's utmoft wi(h ' ^ 

To call Virginia his« and by a clainiy 
The proudeft blood of Rome might glory in* 
Enter u Slave. 

Slave, The daughter of Virginius is arrived* 
Aod entering nowr the gates. iEri( Slare^ 

Oa^d: Now, Marcuii hear me. 
L9C me go forth to meet her, let me feize 
The bleu occafion, and in fofteft term* 
Sooth her young bofojpa with th* illudrious conqueft 
H^ charms have made — I'll tell her thOu arc abfent— « 
Soon to return * * "^ * She muft not fee Icilius— ■ 
Beware of that— leave me to plead for Applua > 
I'll blazon out the purity and ardor 
Of his bright flame, his dignity, and merit; 
I'll warm with love, or dazzle with ambition, 
Her heart, if it be caftin woman's mould : 
Marcia, farewel ! Be conftant, and remember. 
Thy iriends, thy country, all, demand this fervice ! 

• {£*/> Claudius* 

Mar. Thy country and thy friends demand this fer- 
Ah, me ! — he little thinks whatpalTcs here ! [vice-r- 

[Striking her hreajl. 
What confli^fts ! — what defpair I— He little knows 
The bufy, fecret fpring, that heaves unfeen 
Within this beating breaft, and drives me on 

To do a deed I Relentlefs, cruel love ! 

What ravage haft thou made within this boibm ! 
Whkh nature falhion'd in her fofteft mould. 
And fitted it for truth and gent'e pity ! 

But thou haft ruin'd all ! Thou haft let in 

The furies, and their horrid train upon me ! 

Thou haft undone poor Marcia ! Oh, Icilius ! 

Why did I ever fee thy fatal form ! 

Why didft thouchufe me out to be thy friend, 

And tell to mc the ftory of thy love. 

Warm from the heart !— the flame infe6ked me ! 

And can I fee thee bleed ? — Oh, love and fortune. 

Guard the dear youth !— ^Rcfcrvc your iharpeft bolts 

For me !— Witnefs, ye gods, I am content 

^obe a wretch Butblefs, Oh, blefs Icilius I 

\Exh Mar. 
SCENfi, 
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SCENE, TbtPprum. 

Enter L* Virginius and CziMt. 
L. Fit. Say 'ft tliou Horatius is fct free ? 
Cuius,' This morfi, 
By an exprefs command from the Decemviri, 
The Li6lor8 have releas'd him, 

L. Fir. Then 'tis well 

I hut delayed niy march till he was fafe ■ 

But by the gods, this outrage touchejr nearly, 

And calls for quick redrefs Ourfeaators 

Thus wroDgM for rifing in the canfe of liberty !—^»- 
Valerius filencM, and the brave Horatius 
Condemn'd to bonds and death ! 

Caius, *Tis now pretended, 
The earneft intercenioti of the fennte 
Hardly obtainM this boon. 

L. Fir, Mean, (hallow art ! 
If he is freed, their fean,t^and not their mercy, 
taave loosM his ch^ns ! Their dreaded pow'r now fliakes ! 
Thev feel it too — Laft night th* inctns'd plebeians. 
Gathering in defperate throngs around the fenate. 
With their repeated clamours fcat'd the colour 
From their pale cheeks, till on their feat of judgment 
They trembled, Caius ! Nay their hundred li^ors— 
But fee, where Appius comes, their chief— 

Caius, Virginiusi 
Retire — tempt not his rage — Your noble friend 
Is fafe— The camp demands your fervice now— -• 
Avoid his fight : nor with your prefenc^ rou2c 
The fmother'd flames of difcord, 
' L. /7r. Shall I fly 
From Appius ?— Hcie 1*11 ftay and darie his worft I 
And if his brutal pride provoke my anger, ^ 

I fwcar, ty^ii from the fulnefs of my heart 
I'll pour it on him 1 
Caius. Yet be calm ■ ■ ■ ■ 
L. Firi No more 
When bold oppreflion ftalk», let come whit may, 
Honour and age fliall hold their courfe - ■■ 

{Exit Ca'ut. 
B a Enttr 
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^p. Virginius, 
Your friend yet Jives; the fenate huvfe :>rex*ftil*d ; .- * 
And their united pray'rs at length have favM hidi 
From the Tarpeian rock-^-^— Advilf him well 
To curb his h^rolence— Let him beware 
How he again affronts the fovereign j>owV 
With that feditious tongue, unlefs he means 
To pay the forfeit with his life. 

L. nr. ' r is well. 

Th' imperial {lilc of kings and Tarquin*8 reign 
Seem how returned } and we muft learn to tremble; 
When Appius thunders ! 

jlp. 1 hink'll thou the DecemViratc, 
In whom the majefty of Rome refides,. 
So weak in (Irength or counfel, that each citizen 
CommiflionM by his pride, flialldare uaqueilion^ / 
T' arraign their power apd office, givealoofc ' - 
To his inve^ive rage^ and brave his mailers } 
But fay, Virginius, why art thou a foe ? 
Thou haft not felt the weight of (bv'reign power ^ 
Thy family^ tho* of plebeian rank, 
Revcr'd, and honour'd ; favouf and diftinflioft. 
Have flill purfu'd thy fleps, and gracM thy virtues ; ^ 

Why then fuch fpleen to the Decenivirate ? 
Why fo much care to foflcr and fupport 
Th' unruly tribts ? 

L* Fir. Bccaufe I love mankind j 
And therefore am an enemy to tyrants. 

Af. Call*ft thou thefe clods mankind ? thiugs made for 
To be impell'd or check'd, goaded or curb'd, [ufe. 

As higher fpirits dire^ ? t 

L. Fir, ft feemsthen, Appius, 
The Roman people are mere flocks and herds. 
Permitted for a while to graze and fatten, 
Then to be fleec'd, or (laughter'd at thy will. 

Ap. Not all, Virginius— fome mull draw the yoke, 
And carry burdens. 

L.Vir. Inlolent ufurper ! 
Dar'ft'tbou to triumph in a nati6n*s furrows ? 
Nay revel o'er her iruins ? Righteous gods I 

^ Brought 



Brooj^t ye your bdiafted laivt from Greece^ to trample \ 
On thofe of nature and your groaning country ? 

jif. By he^v^as^ tbou moVft my laughter more tbarv 
Want ye your Confuls, your feditious Tribunes, [wrath ! 
To drive th' ungoveru'd herd at your own lift ? 
For this, ye feek the rabble, make harangues. 
Complain of wrongs^ and fpeech it in the Forum. 

L. yir. Foe to th]^ country ! What's thatim pious power, 
Which the Decemvirate abufc fo grofly, 
Firft gain*dby fraud,^ now held by violence ? 
Is't not mere facrilege, and ufurpation ? 
With all the fatal arts of dark ambition, 
Did ye not pradife on the tribes, to pave 
Your way to empire? Nay, thou haughty tyrant, 
Their chief, whofe fierce and barbarous pride was wont 
To fpum the commons, quickly leam'du to fmooth 
That rugged brow, and court the dregs of Rome ! 
The popubce thus moulded to your purpofe, 
Ye threw afide the maik, and with bold robbery, 
Seiz'd fovcreign power ! • % 

. y^. Ay, atid will hold it too, 
In fpite of thee, Valerius and Horatxus ! 

L. F^tr, Valerius and Horarius once were names 
Fatal \o tyrants ! 1 heir great anceilors 
Once joiii'd their virtues 'gainft the haughty Tarquins, 
Together ilui^M their veins in honour's caufe. 
And pHH^a^'d immortaHty !—^— Will thcfe. 
Who wear their father's namrs, forget their glories ? 
No, proud Decemvir ; thou (h»lt fiod their Ipirits 
Live in their fons 1 Some fparks ot liberty, 
In Roman breai^s, tho' faint, yet flill alive, 
Blown by their breaths, may kindle to a flame : 
The gcn'rous fire fhall catch from foui to foul, 
O'erbear all oppofition, blaft our foes, 
Purge off the toul infection we've contra^ed^ 
And melt this droiTy age, to pured gold ! 

Jp. Why then, the fate of the Deccmvirate 
-Is fizt, it feems, Hnd h^re their pow'r mud end ; 
For fo the great Virginius has decreed ! 

L. f^ir^ Thou triumph'rt, tyrant ! — but the time will 
(Perhaps is not far off) when thy mifdceds, [come. 

Accumulated, ripe for pUMihmenti 

B 3 . S.i.ll 
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Shall burft Q]>oQth}r lioal, wakt fltdUb'ting T«ligtitict| ' 

And juftify the gods l-^Rome iieck at lemch 
Thy gaining chxin, anki pants to fhaloe it off ; 
'The mift, that popular fovour threw avoumi tkeei 
Is ▼anifh'J, and-ilie fees thee as thou an I 
Cover'd with fc-rimcs l-i-Fnud, rapine, perjury ! 
Now flares to light the minder ot brave Siccius, 
And thy bafe hand red^with his pstrtoc blood i 

Jfi, Confufion ! — ^— 

L. Fir> Hff, Decemvir !— ^oes it (Ihig thee ? 
With murder luft is coupled i thy feUbdbm 
No pity knows I—The cries of innoceoce. 
The lover's groans^ the pangs of bttibands, paret^i. 
Are but a^ gofids to fpur thy bruul appetite I 
Butthink not yet our fpints arcfo tam'd. 
So broke by coniknt wrohgS'^Witk in^smt roatch, 
1*11 join the camp— the gailaot bendf fiiyU tedoir. 
While they drop blcod for Rottte, wiwit elimiia arc fiyptig 
To fetter thofe victorious hands th^ fav'd 
Their country !— yes, Decemvir !-«-aiai 'ere k>i|g 
Espc6t their thanks ! f— [E^itl^ Ylt^aiViH^ 

jjp,' By heav'fts,* tlwiu haft awak'd, 
A fire that (hall confume thee !— Have I tam^d 
The fierceft fpirits in Rome, qu«ird the pr6ttd feaate^ 
^Alid bent their necks beneath my yoke, to (brink 
When a grey rheaded ruihanftormt -*Shalr thorn • • 

Controvtl my will ?— Thy daughter, proud pkb«UkB, . 
Shall quit thy itifolence I Ap[HUs from hen 
Shall (eek rearefs, tmd on her panting bofotfi, 
Receive the dear amends! , 

Enter Claadius. 1. 1 

Ap. Nov, Claudius,' oow^-" — • 
What bring'it thou from the lovely fair ? • »' 

Claud. Repulfe 

Reproach, deTpair-*— — nay fcarcc her feafsftt|^iefk^ii'' * 
Her rifing fcora— > — Icilius reigns unrivallM 
Within her breafV, nor is there rooan for Appius* 

Jfy. Shall Appius then at laft become th« feoff . 
Of a plebeian girl?— That haughty Appius, 
Who.with a nod has taught the ftaTc to trtnable ? 
N©*— ^ by the, gods (lie*s mine!—* ■ 

Oaud. Confider, Appius-—*-*— 
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I check'd mv i(np^«<^ wifl)tf9j» . 'till her father 

Had turned his back on Rome, nay, bore bia.ini<>lejii4^ ;. 

Till I c'cB burft with ragc~f Then, but I mark'd 

His daughter for my prey, miikc a tygcr 

Leap'd at his throat t«^^But oow^ my boitiiiff blQod 

No more cau' hnpok rcftraXn t-—— I am repuls'd. 

And vengeance fluillhave way ]■ f - ■ ■*! wiMpoflcft hcr^ 

Tho* attRdnic fink to l(|\^«ft Tartarus, 

And drag me headlong with h^r comb'rouft rulni ! 

Claud. Is this the hero, whofe fuperior great&eft 
Has woh an enipirs ? 

Ap. daudiuvIsuB road X^^ 
. I'm o& the rack i-^My foui), with all hdr funjlidait ' 

Chained down and prifon'dt that (he caiHiot iiir 
To fhake her iuary load off, and efcape ^ ' ' 

From this devouring lire ! . 

'OauiL NeW) gods above 
Whom we^idore, what fpell haickangM cboe thus } 
And backwardTtuni'd tte courfe of thy ilcoiig nature^ 
Inflexible tUtsow ?•-**— Severe, unmoved, 
Defying lovers fweet powrVs, and all his trddft 
Of gende (ighs and wiihes ! 

Ap^ Wouldft^ tbott have me 
Tell o'er the tale of n»y ^^ooour ?--^^-I>weU eft 
Each point and circumflance of my defeat. 

And parcel out my ihtime ? Tho» fbak be&ttify'd|^. 

If the he* blood, that rifca to.roy cheeks, 

Qioak Detail utteranc|;,«— -^-^One &tal ttiaeni 

As I wasfearedon. my throat of judgt|)e«ft| 

In th' open Foram, the sittepdant crowd ^ 

Awsdtingftiy. decrees, mjr eyes were dritck 

With a young damfel that paft fitnvly by iDCf 

Attended only by one female flave. 

Oh, Venus, what a grace 1— What heavenly fWeetfiers \ ' 

What l<9Poki!«---On th' tnllant, troubled and diforderM, ' v; 

TrembMi^^UVer, I felt a pain uaufual, 

Yet mix'd with ftrangc delight, flioot nimbly thro* m^ 

And thrill in evVy vein ! — Quite fixt add motiotilcfs 

Some lime I iiit, nor heard the noify orator / 

Haranguing long and loud I * * *> My Penfes all 

SeaPd up, es^cept li^eie Qres, wl^ich Hill purfu'd her : 

i" . ' Whem. 
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When fuddenlf I rofe from idt tribunal, 
Difmifs'd the crowd, and gath ling tip my robe 
In haAe, I folbwed her. 

ClauJ. Great Hercules ! 
Couldll thou fee this ? 

. Jf. Before I quite had reachM her. 
She enter'd, with herilave, the public fchoofsy 
By cudom d^ftia'd to our Roniaa maids ; ~ ^ 

Here fuddcnly I flopp'd — ~here I flood roote d ■ ■ 
My eyes 'devouring her !.i-— « 

ClautL Ye powers of loye. 
Who (hall henceforth oppofe your boundleis fway ? . 
X jip* Thus I remain*d entranc'd { and at my eyes 
Drank 4i>*ber beautiesyand wkh them deep draughts 
Of poiroD) how delicious !—If (he moT'd^ 
What grace ! ^Or If (he mingled in the dance 
Among the blooming virgins, Dianas felf» . 
Amidft her woodland nymphiflie feemMj— ^— At lengtb^ 
.The eievcifes o'er, ia lyre (he took, 
A deeo-^rung lyre, and to harmonious chords 
Pour'd out fuch .melting drains, as would haye daid 
Th* uplifted arm of angry Jove^ in aA 
To deal his thunder oa a guilty world ! 

Claud. In what bright forms a raptur'd lover's fancy 
Paints the alUperfed fair «ne?---—^-*-But pcoceed ! 
What foUow'd this? 

4( At lalVthefpons being ended. 

She iflTued forth -. When #rait the eyes of all 

Were tu n'd on her alone — ; Surprised, aba(h*d i 

Her lovely face o'crfpread wiiU rofy blufhes^ 
That witnels'd fweet confufion, (he let drop 
Her veil, and homeward mov'd with .decent pace^ 
Timid and (ilent i -7*- Ever (ince that day, 
That fatal day. my foul has known no reft 1 / 
The venomM (lian; (bill rankles in my bofom » . » 

Still, as I pafs tljat way, I flop and gaze !■ ■> 

A monftrous fight !■■ Rome's awful magiilrate 

A laughter to tne people ! . 
Claud* 1 his fond paiSon 
J fee has taken root. —But fay, great Appius, 
Couldfl thou, infpir'd with love fo delicate. 
For fuch a channjng maid, lb.foft| fo pe^fe^i 
1 •' Couldft 
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Coaldft thou ufe force ?— What l^JUkkiky f^tkm% tamd 
In her torn hftLTi sunt drag her, ihrieking ]6u^« . 

InvokiBg heav'n aad carHi, and curhag .thee ! ' * 

Injuret f»erba^, and wound with thy abufes . 
Her pohih'd hmhs !<— By violence tear from her 
Joys of a moment) infincere, uam)9> - 
Not half iioflefsM! 

, j^. Oh I Claudins, I will own to thee, with blo/hcf. 
This uotam'd heart h oieltc^to the (bftfids ^ 

8f a fond, lorefick maid ! — Fain would I win 
er gentle foul^ poifei^ her. pufe afi^tons I 
But, Oh, in vain l*-« Force then mufl he empioy'd; 
The defperate, only remed y ■ 

Clau^. Hold, Appii» !-*^^ 

What if fome ludticr chaiKe^might vet prevail. 
And give het to yourwiOie?^ charmM and Whling? 
Were not that wd) f^-*^' i -. t . v. .{ 

jif. Thou mean'ft to trifle with me !— — 
Btttharen'orel " • - -~ 

CiauJ» Know then my anxious zeal, 
Still lab'ring in you/fenrlc^* ptdmjAedme 
To crave my filler's aid ; who won at lengch. 
By my unweaiM prayV, at length cotifeftCflf 
To underuke our ca.ufe. 

^. That may be fomething-^— 
She is Virginia's friend m ^mm 

Clau4i, 'Tis an event r •♦ 

I (carce could hope — And what has movM hec to*tp\ 
Unlefs a fetret paflm hit Icilius^ 
Unwarily have ftpl'ft «p«a her pea<c — \ . , 

jlp. Oh, flocb, that were fuch fonualt I > 

Claud. DitCord, Appiof, . v 

Muft firft deftroy their pe»oe>^let jealotiry 
Diftil her bane to taint their growing Votes 1 ) 

Lip;ht up refentment ! Fan the daag'rotts fire 
With dark furmifes, hints, invented tales, 
'Till it burft all the tender bands In funder, 
Thar knit their fouls f Then fci^^ the bled dccafion^ * ^ 
1 hen prefs h«r fabme ; and ere the fudden bi^cte 
That r j ar s have madie, is closed, ibp in betweeo, 
And fever thcto for ever! 



• ^. Rfew, by bea^^ns; ' 
Some whifp^ring d<fity" infpifM the- thought! 
It may fuccccd— ahd then \—V\l^ this moment, 
And throw me at her feet !-J-With ^ghs. and tcan. 
And all the moiring eloquence of love, 
I'll try to melt her hcMTt ! For who can paint ' 
The energy, the tranfports of a lover ? 
Mcthinkt l*m (ick of paiV*r without Vh^lpnia ! 
I feel a voW ! There's fomtthiug Wanting here ? 

' •' [Sinking hh Ireafi. 

Come then, fweet God of love, and crown my wi(het, 
And touch the lovely maid with equal fire ! 
I'm wild with tranfport J— Oh, ye tedious hours, 
Add feathers to your wings tnhat I may prove 
The UAited joys of empire alid of love t lEjcmiti 

Eho of the t^i&S2L.AGT« ' 
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SQ£N£„ Marcu^'i j^meni. 

T UCIUSIcilius, welcome! . , . 

JL# JfiL Geti'rous Marcia,' * 

Composed of faith and honour, cooftant ever ! 
Accept fuch thanks, as one beyond all bounds ' 
Oblig'd, can pa!^ I«— May the bkft gods a^ve; 
Reward thy truth, and, at thy greateft need. 
Grant me a friend at noblbaa thyfelf ! 
Oh, Marcia ! *-«I have fec n ■ ■ « > • ^• 

Mar. What means, Icithis, 
This ftrange diforder ? ^ 

IcU. But tbia mom I kft 
Our oamp— In one ihort hour, the fpace I meafurM 
*Twixt Aigidum afad Rome, and fbodly fabpM 
In Marcia's frieadihip ^nd Virginia's home 
To banUh all my cares.— —Butj as I pafs'd 

Virginiua* 
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Virgiiiius^^es, thefe eyes beheld a fight 

Thai curdled up my blo^l^-^t^The tyrant Appiw ^ 

Was coming forth* -r-* What may this mea& ? 

Mar. Icilius, 
Hdnr Ihall I anfwer thee ?. ■ In vain, alas ! 
Would I conceal what thou too foon muft knovr ! 

l[tl. My heart mifgives me! Does the -high-throiiM 
Tillain 
Attempt my love r^-^Oh, Te&geaac«|¥Ciigcaace, Mafcia ! 
Or is*t a lovcr^s rain furmlfe ?— * , 

ilfiir. Oh, DO 1— . ' 

kiL I (hall growr mad l^—^ftradiixgylionid thoughts 
Crowd fail upon me I^-Marcia, iF thy ioul 
Be not infenfible to. erVy .touch . . « ». <i i • . . . 

Of friendihtp, or of pity ; if the pangs 
Of bleeding love, and torturing jeaToivry * -^ . 
Can move thee, fpeak !•— Re veal my mrfery ! 
Sufpence is death I 

Mar. Icilit|8» that I pity thee. 
The heaT*D8 bear witnefs for me ! 

/«■/. Ah, Virginia! 
Thou (halt hav^judice j nor.ihall theeui-ft Appiut ^ 
Invade thy helplefs innocence unpunifli'd ! 

Mar. Icilius, think of that ho mdre^-^His pow*r 
Mocks all refinance ! His impetuous will, . 
Alone the meafureof all right and wrong ! 
Inflexible his foul ; nor would he change 
His deftinM purpofe, though the fupplianteat^ 
WereJiumbled to his feet. , * : \ 

IciL Away— —his pow*r 
I reck not. — But be fure if he attempt 
Ag^nft Virginia au^ht, this hand ih>ll reach him 
Through his arm'dli^tors, though each deadly axe ^ 
Were levcll'd at this head* 

Mar. Some dread.Q vent, 
I frar» will be the iflue of. this ftrifib^ . > -i 

Unlefs fome pitying.god look down on Rome, • • 
And either melt the uubborn foul of Appius, 
Or move Icilius for his country V lake, 
(Uis.country threa^en'd to be drench'd in blood !)1 ' 
Greatly to quit his claimi aodihew the folM • 
Of Roman virtue* 

Jclh 
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/«7. Do I hear arkkt ?— - 
Amazen^Bt )i-->This from tkee «^Marcift !-»-t^ fnead 
Of my Virgii»« !— Sfai^ia, whofc faft pity ~ 
Was wont to be the balm of all my woes ? 

Mar^ Aby Liidat ! G>uldft choa read withia fny bneaft 
Iq what deep charaften dsy woet are pav'd ; 
K^ew'ft tbou» thy ha|iie(k fate alone extort* 
The bitter^ but yet neceflary couofet ; 
Then wQtfldft fihov teqw «oo» Marcta ia tiot wanting 
In pity to Icilius, nor in fakh 
To his Virginia 

IciU StiU ob&ttrt and flrange—-^ 
Some royflVy yet behind— But, Mai^ia, fay, 
If I could part from all my fool holds dear. 
Tear from my panting breafi this rooted jpaiHoo, 
And quiue forget that e*er I lovM Virginia ! 
What would l^oomeof her ?-»«That dear, kkid iimdt 
What would be her defpair, her loft condiiioa, 
Should I, on whofe firm truft her gentle foul 
Kelies, forfakeher? 

Mar. Is all this diftrefs 
For her aWne ?-»«Left fiie (hould over-grreTe 
For fuch a lofs ? 

IciL What dark And dreadful meaning 
Lurks undei ne;ith thefe words ? 

Mar. The mighty gods 
Direct thee for the beft ! 

/ciV. Tl#M«ak'tl inc tremble! » 
And yet I know not why —Thou can ft not mean— — 
Ah, no !— Let me Ihun ihat !.--My rery foul 
Shudd'ring ftarts b^ck, as from a precipice, 
To look thait way t—I dare not think fuch ruin !-^ 
For.wcreihefalfc!-——?. , 

Mar* Icilius, calm thy fpint 

And ftaod prcpar'd for all— Think it not ftrahge, 
E*en though Virginia ftrwAld— *— 

IciL Stop,, Marcia, ftop 1 
Think whither thou art going! — Oh, my heart! 
What feel I here l—.The dampi'of death are on me !-*— 
What wae't ?— Thon faid'ft e**n tho* Virginia fhould-- 

Sbould what ?^»*~ Speak! . 

4 Mm*\ 



Mar, Lucius, my heart .bleeds for thee! 
CfMnpofe thk srgQny— AJas ! I meant 
To fay, cv'fi thougti (he fho\il4 confent, alarm'd 
By danger, and perhaps too, her young bofom 
Warm*d with ambition, and the flatt'ring hopes 

IciL Rum'dl—'Betray'd!— Undone !--.She's falfe J.- 
'Ti* fo ! 

Virginia's falfe ! — 0h, may the righteous gods 
Avenire me !— feut yet hold— Can it then be ?— — p 
Say, art tbou not deceiv'd ?— 1 know thou art — 
Can I forget, in our firft- hours of love, 
How her young heart, unpradis'djn dccek, 
Spoke through her eves, and fondly told the Tecret 
Her tongue conceard?— But then, at length, when 
By my foft flame, and melted into tendenieis,^ [warra'd 
In broken words, unutterably fweet, 
Hidijig her crimfon blufhes in my bofom, 
And fighing ibft,.ihe owqM flielav'd Icllius 1 
That my foul fickcn'd with excels of bllfs ? 

Mar. Why, What a wretch am I ! — Canl-bear this ? 

Iczl. Could fhe be thus, yet afterwards betray mc 
For Appius ?— -High and proud, lugged, fevcre, 
Ill-padr d with her in temper, as in years ? 
It cannot be 

Mar. It feems thou know 'ft not, Lucius, 
The force of vanity in femhle hearts. 
Well may it fhake Virginia's conftancy, 
To fee a lover kneeling at her feet, 
Who, with a nod, commands imperial Rome; 
To fee, where'er (he turns her wand'ring eyes, , 
The capitol, the forum, the comitia, 
Yiird with the glories of hi^ anceflors ! 
Statues and trophies! monuments 1 inrcriptiong ! 
Then fiJ#cy pidures the arm'd \\€tor% {landing 
Im-order rank'd before her palace gate. 
To wait her coming forth ; while (lie aiTumes 
Diflinguifh'd place amidlt the noble xwiv.n ns. 
Alas ! Icilius, thefe are charms too mighty 
For our weak fpirits ! 

IciL Marcia, cruel Marcia, 
Ceafe thus to rend my agonizing foul \ 
Virginia's falfe, and fo is womankind ! 

C Let 
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Let me begone ! — The light grows odious to me S 
Awny — to th'camp — there 'midft the throng of arms^ 
Seek from the fayage iEqui that relief 
My woes demand !— Secure, at lead, to find 
A f litTi more firm, and a lefs cruel foe ! , 

Yet ere I quit thefe hated wralls for ever, 
Once more I will behold the perjur'd maid ; 
I will ! and in the bitternefs of foul 

Upbraid her with my wrongs ! ^ / [G^hg^ \ 

Mar. Yet (lay, Icilius ! j 

For mercy, but a moment flay, and hear roe ! | 

\Exit Icilius» 
He's gone ! —What have I done ?™A horrid deed I 
Mcthinks I dread to look within myfelf, 
I am fo black, fo guilty !— -Let me hide mc 
From thought— I dare not think— -Ah, poor Virginia f i 

Abus'd Icihus !— Wretched, wretched Marcia ! [£;rrVi 1 

SCENE, Y'ngmWs Afariment. i 

Plautia tf«// Virginia. 

Plant, My deareft child, take comfort— — 

Fir, Oh, my Flautia ! 
My more than mother !— Thou, whofe tender cai^ 
Nlirs'd up my infant weaknefs, now my friend ! 
What comfort can I know, when all I love 
Is far away, expos'd to ev'ry chance 
Of cruel war !— -That dear, that faithful breaft. 
Where mv foul lives, where evVy wifli and hope^ 
As to their center tend, perhaps this moment 
Bleeds by feme hoftite fpcar!-— while fatal Appius 
Mod bafely in his abfence, dares invade 
The peace and honour of the maid he loves J 

Flaut. The gods, my child, (hall fhield thee from his- 
violence ! 

Vir.- 1 ^ fubmit mc to their gracious will. 
Perhaps my death— I know not— Methinks, Plautia, 
£ut for Icilius, I could wi(h to die ! 
And fomething whifpers to ray boding foul, 
(A dill and fecret voice that fpeaks within) 
Ere long I fliall ! • 

Plaut, Bani(h thefe idle terrors— 
The fears of fancy— 

Vir. 
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/7r. Plautia, but laft night "^ 
Tke vifion of LucretU flood before the I 

Plant, Alas, my chiid \ it was a dream — no more — 

yir. A dream ! — this mid-day fuD not now beholds me 
Witk fenfes rtore awake!— -tnetbinks I fee 
And hear her ftill !-— that more than human form ! 
That voice ! that a6tion \ grave, majellic, fad ! 
Daughter, fhe faid (pointing to a large wound 
On her fairbofom, that yet droppM with blood) 
Behdld Lucretia, who for glory died ! 
Remember, that this path is always open 
To virtue, and to fame !-— Then fighin^, tfius ! 
She parted from my fight \ 

Flaut. *T was terrible ! 

Fir. Oh, ^was a hint from fate-— my father abfcnt— 
•Icilius too— -myfclf, a helpleC* maid,' 
Exposed to all the infolence of power — ■ 
Plautia, this mighty (hade in pity ca^e 
T'affift my virtue, by her great example, 
Aad teach me how to die \ 

Plant, Virginia, hear me— '— 
Truft to my cautious age and ripe experience ; 
Erelong thy father will return— with him 
Icitius comes— till then be mild with Appius : 
Sooth hfs wild rage ; depYive him not of hope y 
Left arm'd with powV, and ftung by thy raih f«orny 
Like a fell wolf, the flie^herd far away. 
He wrong thy helplefs innocence. 

A7r. Oh, Plautia ! 
Muft I diflemble ? flatter? rauft I aa 
A part my foul abhors ?—unikiird in arts^ 
That falfe ones ufe ! 

Plaut, CompellM by ftrong ncceflity. 
Such fraud is virtue. 

Fir. What will fate do with me ! ' 
Oh, heav'ns ! fupport me, Plautia^ or I fink- 
Look where the tyrant comes 1 — 1 cannot bear 
The tenor of his pretence ! 

^laut. Now beware. 
How you provoke his rage ;— be conffant, firm, 
And meet him with a fettled brow, [^Exit PIautia% 

C z Enttr 
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Etiier AppSv9» 

y^r, LordA|>|^Hi»! 

^/. Forgive this faihoefs, fair Virginia, 
Tliat I prelumc t'appear before you, thiw 
Unutlcome to your eyes, and half forbid ! . 
But, Oh, the torments not to be ecdur'd. 
The ags^nies I feel ! They drive me on 
AgaintI all hope !— I would obey, but cannot! 
My trembling limbs unbidden bear me to chee, 
i\nd my fond foul wants power to check their courflb ; 
Ah, then ! if thou haft pity in thy nature. 
If eVr that tender bofora heav'dwith fighs. 
At fome fad tale of wretched, hopelefs love. 
Bleeding, diflradcd, torn with wild defpair. 
Look, look on me ! for all that woe is mine I 

Fir, It ill befits the glory of great Appiut 
To mock an humble maid 

Jp. Alas, Virginia ! 
Mock thee ? — but well I know thou canft not mean if ! 
Mock thee ? — By hcav'ns, allgreatnefs, power, andpride^. 
Empire, and rule, degraded tall before thee, 
And vanifh into nothing ! — Turn not from me ! 

Ftr, My Lord, my Lord 1— without reproach and 
How may a Roman virgin dare to liflen [fluime 

To words like thefe?— and in a- father's abfence ? 
And what can the great high-born Appius meao^ 
But fcorn , and ruin to Virginia ? . 

Jlp. Cruel! 
Thouknow'fl— — - 

r/r. My Lord,'- 1 know my humble lot 
Has plat'd me far beneath you ; yet this heart 
Is not lefs fenfible of Hiame and bafenefs. 
Than if it beat with high patrician blood* 

Ap, By heav'ns, thou wrong'ft my meaning vc^ my. 
BIy love is pure as thy own rofy blufhes ! [honour ; 

yir. My Lord, you wrong yourfelf, you wrong your 
And that of your immortal anceftors, [g^ry^ 

By fuch a m.an pirfuit — fome noble dame— —— 

Ap. Talk nc t of others I — Thou alone haft empire^ 
Within ♦his breaft !— Others there are, His true, 
And noble too— but, ah, how unlike thee! 
My foul grows dull, and fickens at their fight 

Oh, 
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Oh, charming maid ! Thoa'rt of a different mould t 

Thy fwectnefs, innocence, and artlcfs truth, 

Thy oamelefs graces^ and thy virtues join'd. 

Ennoble thee, above all high defcent, 

And dignify my choice ! and here, I fwear 

I mean thee for my bride \ 

yir. Away, my Lord--- 
Have you forgot tk^ inviolable law^ 
Yourfelf ordain'd, that interdidts fuch union ^ 

Jlp. Have I deferv'd fo little of my country^ 
As not to claim an inflant revocation 
Of any law that dooms me to be wretched ? 
Before to-morrowls fun awake theworld. 
It (hall be done—- - 

Vir. I. mud not, dare not hear 
Language like tbi8-»My Lord, let me intrcat you 
To leaTe me till my father be return'd \ 
The daugj^er of a Roman citizen 
Canncrt: without a ilain admit fuch vifits,. 

Ap. Cruel '.—What banifh me from thy lov'd light 
For days !-— whole days and nights '.---it niuft not be \ 
Here let me fall, and breathe. my faithful vows ! 
Here, on the fpotlefs altar of thy hand. 
Swear endlefs truth and love \ [KneeUrg* 

Fir^ Rife, rife my Lord ! ]^AUrni€iL 

Enter Icilius,. 

IciL Ha ! do I fee aright I 

Fir. Icilius here ! 

Ap^ He here !— curft chance \ ■ *■ 

Icih By all the pow'rs above, 
'Tis fo ! ev*i>as ihe faid! fure my kind geniu« 
Guided me here, that this fond, credulous heart 
Might doubt no more, nor longer be abus'd 
ByoneibfalCer fofataM 

Hr. Ah, IcilKis! 
What mean theiJe words ? — Think'il thou— - 

ic/'/i Madam, 'tis wyll — ^ 
You have done nobly,, while this wretch, this dtfudg^^ 
Was abfcnt, labViog in the fields of death ! 
You've made a choice moll worthy of you* . Appiu* 
Alone could merit fuch a heart as yours ? 
'Tis true, your vows are mine i but what are yow& ? 

' C 3 Youa 
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Yovif mounting fpirit fcorns to fly at left , 

Than empire 1 Diadenr^s perhaps, and iceptresJ 

Fit recom pence for Appiii« ! mighty Appius 1 ; 
The righvcous lawgiver ! the glorious patroQ- 
Of hbercy, and father of his eooniry ! 

Ap, Infolent Tribune, hence ! doft thou prefumc 

With fcurril taunts ? 

IciU What, thou art champion for herl— 
She well defer ve» it — ?— 

Vir. Is ihis well, Icilius ?— 
From tl ee th-.s'ufagc \ 

Ap, By the gods, fweet maid, . . 
I will revenge thy wrongs; they're mine ! — Plcbeita ! 
Thy fpeech, as bafc as thy ignoble binh| 
Shall cufl thee dear !— RefpeS rcftrains my rage. 
Or with this arm I would chaflife thee hence I 

{Layiftg his hand on, hisf'Word4 
IcU, By hcav'ns, Decpmvir, but unfheath thj^^m-d, 
And thou o'erpay'ft my wrongs— I'll otll thoe nobte I— 
But I forgot— thy outrage is entrufled 
Tofaferhands— toli^ors, guards, and armies* 

[Appius coming up jiercefy 'tvith hb /word drawn $ 
Wr giti'xz rujots between, 
Fir. For mercy hold ! — Oh, fp^rc my foul thcfe t«r- 
Nor drive me to defpair !' . [rorsi 

Jp. Thou lovely fair 
Compofe thy breaft ! — here It thy feet 1 lay 
My fvvord and my refentment, and difchdm 
Anger, ambition, pride, and ev'ry paffion. 
But love ! 

hih Is't -come to this ?— Gods, (he avows 
Her perfidy, nor thinks ine worth the pains 
Kv*n of a little pbor diiBmulation ! 

Fir. His anguifli touches me ; but confctous pticfey 
And injured honour, after fuch an outrage, 
Furbld that he (hould know \t—[AJUe,] Yes— pecfaapt 
' Fis true ; and thou dofl well to think me finife % 
Thou feeft I labour not t'evadethe chargei 
Nor do I deign an anfwcr I* 
Ap, "This goes well— 
ril interpofe no longer— —« 

4 M. 
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Icil, Yc8, I fee, 
That hearty which owre I thought the gift of iieAV^A 
To blcfs my days, is fold to b«fe aiftbition ; 
1 hit venal heart !*-— not giv'n, but fold !-:--Go then. 
Thou pcrjurM maid ! enjoy thy guilty greatnefs I 
Go ! a new Tullia ! heip they impious Tarquin 
To trample on thy country's bleeding bofom ! 
Like her, triumphant on thy haughty car, 
Drive o'er thy rev'rend father's mangled corfe^ 
And think no road too fhort, that leads to empire ! 

/7r. Go thou i nor longer dare to violate 
My cars with thy licentious, brutsd fpeech I 
Go, where I never may behold thee more ! 

Jf» Why this exceeds my hopes 1— I thank thee, 
Manria! [A/ide. 

JciU Yes, falfe one, I will go !— I fee my prefence 
Is irkfome grown to thee ; yes, 1 will go. 
And where thou never fhalt behold me more ! 
Come, ye fierce iEqui, pierce thisbreaft ! Here make 
A pafTage for my dreaming blood !-— The torrenc 
Shall wa(h away Virginians fatal image ! 
I too, as^well as fhe, will thank the nand 
That gives the blow ! 

Fir^ Refentment, grief, and pity, ^ 
Tear up my foul !-— Alas, thefe (Parting team 
Will tell what pafles here ! \^AJideJiriking her heajl. 

Icil, Now, cruel maid, 
Farewel ! — a long, and lafl farewel for ever ! 
I will not call upon the mighty gods 
To punifh thee, or to avenge my wrongs 
No — while this breath of life remains, I cantx>t, 
I cannot curfc Virginia !— that lov'd name, 
That once lov'd name, is dear to me ev*n ftill ! 
This only— 'midil the glories of thy triumph, 
Mayd thou remember, not without a pang, 
Him whom thou had undone ! the wretch Icilins ! 
Whp lov'd thee with fttch — bot no more— *FarewcI. 

Y \Goivgm 

Fir. Oh, flay, yetftay, Icilius! 

Ap. No, let him go, [Exit Icilius. 

And elfewhere vent his bafe plebeian infolence, 
.While Appius at thy feet- 
Fir. 
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rir. Off .'—hold mc not I— • 
What, is hie gone ? — Diftra6tion ! madnefs ! death i^- 
Return, return, Icilius— 

[Attempting to fallow^ hut held hy Appius. 

jfp. Fair Virginia, . 
He merits not thy love ; defpifc, forget him ; 
And, Oh, let faithful Appius bending thus, 
Embracing thus thy knees \ 

Fir. [Still Jiruggling to /<?i&w Icilius, hut beldfy Ap- 
pius*] My life ! my Lucius ! 
He's gone ! for ever gone! — hence, barbarous tyrant ! 
Pollute me not with thy infc£tcd touch. 
Nor longer blaft any fight with fuch a raonflet' \ 
Is*t not enough thou hafl undone my peace, 
Blotted my fame, drove from my longing eyes 
My only love, defpairing, bent on death, 
Stabb'd to the heart with the empoifon'd thought 
That his Virginia's falfe ?-^And would thy cruelty 
Yet farther torture me ? 

Jp, Ha, is it thus } 

Doll thou then own thy Ipve for him, thy hate 
For me ?— 'tis well — by Heav'ns,. I i^iank thy rage! 
It has forced out, before thou wert awai^e, 
The fccret of thy foul, conceal'd till no.\^, 
And all thy arts unveil'd ! — but for this chance 
I had been fool'd !— thy looks of feeming mildneft. 
Thy gentle (bothing fpecch, and foft demeanor 
^Hollow and falfe !) had almoil vanquifli'd me. 
And changM my fix'd refolves, — but fince 'tis thus 
I'm fpurn'il, and my fond, generous, ardent paffion 
Thus treated— 

Vir, Hence, with thy detefted paflion. 
To fiends and furies, black as thy own foul. 
If fuch there be ! and leave me to the £brrowa. 
Which thou haft heap*d upon mc I 

jip. Now, by Hercules, 
Appius again fliall be himfelf- -proud feir. 
Thou haft thy wifti— hence, tyfiing love, begone ^ 
I give thee to the winds \ my paflion's a'er. 
And nought but lufty appetite remains, 
Which, fpite of all rhy ptevifli fcorn and rage,. 
1 will indulge to fuch luxuriousi height^ 

Thac 
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That gorg'4 ftt length, and glutttd^ it ibdl fidkeir^ 
And turn away from cby pallM charms with loathing i 
Nor ibaJJ my vengeance reft unfatisfied^— — 
Icillus-'-He, thy minion ! foon (hall find 
What 'tis to have piill'd down on bis cruih'd head 
The wrath of Appius !-— Now, go fiorm and rage! 
Thou (halt have caufe !— — For ere to-morrow's fuA 
Be funk to reft, I'll meet thee, haughty maifd, 
As mighty Jove met Semele !-^in thunder ! 

[ExU Appius* 
^r. [After fme paufe^ and looking vjtUjjf ahout hir,\ 
Where ihaJl I fly I — Terror, r^morfe, defpair, 
Surround me !— Heaven and earth abandon met—— ) 
Iciiius gone — perhaps to death— Thou wretch ! 
Whofe fatal pride has plung'd thee in this gulph 
Of horror, view thyfelf, and^then grow mad 1 
Diftrddioo! — is there, no relief for woe 
Like mine ? — No hope in ftore ?-*-Qijick, let me % !— • ' 
Oh^ bear me, winds, to my Iciiius' bofom, 
£re ftung with *grief and rage, he quit for ever. 
Thefe hated walls l~Retaixi his flight, ye pow'rs I 
And let thefe ftrearaing eyes and breaking heart 
To gentle pity melt the gen'rous. youth, 
And clear my love, my honour, and my truth. [Exkm 

. £iiD of the Second Act» 



ACT III. 
SCENE, MvxcLZ^s Apartment, 
Appius, Claudius, tfw^ Marcia. 

Claudius. 

HAST thou well weighed th 'event ^ Confider, ApiHUi, 
When once the attempt is made, there's naretceati- 
To tail were ruin. 

Jp> Ceafe thy groundlefs fears ; 
Th' event is fure ; thy claim is plaufible ; 
Thy proofs raoft clear ; my hardy veterans^ 
That crowd in throngs, all rcadv to avouch 
Whaieerldiftatej andmyfeU thyjiidge, 
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Thou art ungrateful, Claudius— Ha !— mettiinlcs 
Thou art much bound to me, who ilrive to gain thee 
So fair a Have !— What fay'ft thou, gentle Marcia f 

Mar. This black contrivance flartles me — this fliews me 
My own offence — what, felze her as a Have ! 
A frec-bofn maid ! and wuh hir'd perjury, 
Mifcreants fuborn'd, and bought for gold, defpoil her 
Of liberty, of innocence, or peace, 
Of fpotlefs fame ! Thou canft not be fo bafe ! 

^. It feems that Marcia then, of all her fex, 
la turn'd an advocate for faith, and honour ! 

Mar. Upbraid me well thou may 'ft — my own fad heart, 
Confcious of guilt, upbraids me yet more bitterly. 
And tells me, the fevere reproach is juft ; 
Yet, thanks to the bleft gods, at length thefe eyts 
Are open*d, and my flumb'riog virtue wakes ! . 

jff. Hence, all ye idle feds of vain philofophers I 
Sages, and moralids, and prating fophifts ! 
Hence, with your pedant wifdom ! — 1*11 no more on't— • 
I^t me learn truth and virtue from a woman ! 
Now, Marcia, hear (to (hew the deep effe<Sh 
Of thy reproof)* that yet before the ftar 
Of nifht arife, thou (halt behold Virginia, 
Thy rriend Virginia, claim'd, prov'd, and adjudged 
A flave in th' open Forum ; a born Have 
Mark me, and by my fentence too, fair Marcia, 

Mar^ Thou fprung from gods ! and doft thou claim 
defcent 
From Hercules, who p^irg'd the earth of mqnflers ! 

ClauJ, Marcia, no more / 

Mar. Away, vile fycophant ! 
I will not call thee brother ! — —This bafe counfel 
Was thine : 'tis fuch pernicious flatterers. 
Such bufy, ready, fawning flaves, as thou art. 
That choak, and ftifle truth, poifon all virtue. 
And curfe mankind with tyrants and oppreffors ! 

Clauti, 'Tis deeply (poke— but whence this fudden 
For if I err not, who of late, but Marcia, [change ? 
To forward Appius* wi(h !—- Whofe arts conttiv'd 
To make a breach between two faithful lovers, 
And to effect it, broke through all the ties 
Of holy friendfliip ? 
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Ap. CiaudiuSy peace— perhaps 
The all-perfe^ Marcja thinks our grQlTcr fenfe. 
Could ne'er difcover lurking at her heart 
The little wanton god, who fometimes loves 
To fport with fuch high virtue I— 

Claud. Doft thou bluOi, 
Degenerate maid ?— Was this thefccret fpnog 
Of all thy zeal for Appius, all thy cares 
For poor Virginia, and her threatened honour ? 
And now thy hopes are loft, would'ft thou airume> 
A virtue which thou know'ft not f 

Ap, Worthy Marcia, 
(To quit the licence of thy fpeech) le^m this • 
•Tis vice defeated, baffled, dilappointed, 
That makes fuch virtuous profelytes as thou art, 
And fills the world with prating hypocrites ! 

Mar. What (hall I fay ! Alas, what anfwer make 
To this deep charge !— forgive me, pitying Heav'n ! 
And, 6h, ye haplefs pair, whom I have injur'd. 
Forgive me too ! while thus with confcious bluihet 

I own my fault 1 own, *twas trea<;h'rou8 love. 

That firft feduc'd my wandVmg fteps from virtue ; 

Yet guilty, and unhappy as I am. 

My foul ftarts back with horror from a crime 

I>ike thiis— 'tis true, while Appius meant with honour* 

To wooc Virginia for his virtuous bride, 

I aided, though by means not wholly juft; 

But this is fuch perdition ! words are wanting 

To give a name to it !— Oh, Appius !— Claudius ! 

Quit, quit betimes this fatal enterprizc, 

Nor call down thunder on your impious heads J 

Ap. Away, (he dreams let^ leave her this way 

Claudius. \Sxeunt Appius and Claudius. 

Mar. All's loft— thereis no hdpe-— nothing can (hake 

The dreadful refolution he has taken 

What fcenes of blood and rage do I forcfee ! 
Mi fguided, wretched Marcia! with what mlfclreants 
Haft thou combin'd!" -Now learn how dangerous 
It is to venture near the verge of bafenefs ; 
A genVous mind (hould never dare to quk 
Virtue's firm hold ; that gone, that facred anchor 
Once parted from, there is no fiopr>— — down drives 
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The dcfp*ratc bark before, the foammg torreiit, 

Breaks od a rock, atid (Itlks to rife no more ! 

But, Oh, that injurM maid ! that dear Virghiia ! 

She little thfUks ^vfhat frightful mifcbiefs wait her \ 

Much lefs what treacherous hand has lent its aid. 

To her undoing !— Quick, let me fly — Ay, ^ct 

Prevent, if pwble, th*uplifted blow ! 

•Tis worfe than death I—" Yes, thoM (halt know my guilt, 

In fpite df (hame thou fhalt ; and if there be 

A wayfdr thee to 'icape, although the pafiago 

Lie through this heart, I^il pierce it for Virginia f 

[Exti IMarcia. 

SCENE, Iciliu8*s Tent in the Roman Camp at Algldumi 
Firfi an alarm^ then a retreat is/onnded^ 

IciHos enters difordered^ as from fights 
IcfL Win nothing rid me of my^ mifcry ! 
Do I in vain provoke the fosward toe 
To end me ! — Oh, Virginia ! — falfe Virginia f*— « 
Great gods, behold me here, a wretch complete, 
The work of your own hands, in alt ytjtir wrath ! 
*Tis death muftgiveme eafe — in the flill um 
Virginia's perfidy and all my woes 
Shall fleep : reft then, my heart, nor let a groan 
BYcApe to tell Virginius, his falfe daughter 
Has ruin'd all thy peace ! She has bafely fold • 

Her love — for wealth and pride ! . 

\Walking ahnt drfi^ed. 
Virginiits here ! ^ - [Surfri-zed, 

Enter L. Vifginius, 
L. Virt Ay, herelciliub'**— - 
"Now, in the name of all the gods, what means 
This wild defpair, that ftiufts the light ? I mafk*d thee, 
When to the camp thou cam'tl — there on th/vifage 
O'erfpread with gbaftly.pale, I faw a'grief 
Thatilruck my heart— -Art thnu refold on death ^ 
Why elfe rufli dcfp'rate on a thoufend fwoixls, 
As ev'n'but now thou didft, as- it toeonrt it ? • 
Alas, Icilius ! little doft thou Ihow 
Rejjard for me, and lefs for poor Virginia, 
Whofe life, wfiofd being, 'hangs -On tbine ! ' 
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Ic'il, OK, torture ! 

But yet I muib diilbmble. [JJiJe,'] Say> Virgintu<« 
Much h(»ioitr*d,;ind much lov'd I fay^ is it ftrangCy 
A Roman Ihpuld forget the thoughts of danger. 
When glory, and his country's wrongs, infpire him i . . . 

X. Fir. This falfe referve, Icilius, is unworthy 
Both of thyfelf and ree. Is our alliance 
S(x hateful, that for refuge thou wouldft fly 
Into the -arm* of death ? Perhaps Virginia, 
Too fond, has furfei^ed thy fickly flame, 
And now is cheap in thy efleem. If fo, 
I will abfolve thee from this, odious contrafi } 
And duty, and fubmiflion to a father. 
Shall teach her, howfoe*er it wring her heart,. 
Without complaint, or aught but filent tears. 
Unmurmuring to refign thee* 

Icih Down, my heart ! 
Down, fwelling grief ! [/^^<f.] Virginlui, he^me fpcak* 
If e*er my foul, fince firft (he could diftinguifli 
Among mankind, wifii'd other than to be 
Join'd in indiilbluble bonds to thee, I 

Thy blood, and all thy virtues, may the gods 
Abandon me this hour 1 Then wound me not 
So deep, to think that ought in thy alliance 
Is irkfome to me ; much lefs, that Vir^mia 
Jclasfurfcited myjovc with too much kmdnefs. , 

Ah, no ! -^Perhaps I may — ^I know not why ■ 
But to myfcif, methinks, my foul fecms heavier 
Than (he was wont to be ; and I would rouzc me 
Byadion. This diflemp'ratureof mind, 
This wayward ficklinefs, that has no name, 
Is one ef thofe conditions human nature 
Holds her frail tenement by But it will pats— i- 

L. Fir. Words, words, mere words !*-I fee, thro* aQ 
A black corrodihg grief, that gnaws thy heart ; [this *c il, 
Which fince thou*rt obflinate to hide— No.more-*-^ 
IVe done — This only, then farewcl— -Whene'cu: 
Thy need requires, I tell thee, old Virginiua 
Has 3ret a heart that^s Arm, a hand to aid thee 
Againft the werid« oe»i4»rn'd; But have acace. 
Take heed, youngman*-My fri^i|(hipaiid mj honour . 
Mull pot be trifled with — This touchc^ b o th o ■» 
* s D Thii 
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Tills meaii referre !— By heavens, I know na trt ; 
Fgr I hive nought to hide. But in thy breail 
1 find thattorher maxims rule, There^s myftcry. 
And deep difguife, which noble minds difdain. 
There's Ibmcihing dark — and whci« 'tis^iark — ^^'tis fouL 

{^Exu angriljL, 

icH. At length iic*s gone. This was a trying conlii^ 
With rage and grief fupprefs'd, my heart was burning, 
Yet fcornM complain r. No, fliould I ftoop to uie 
A /aiher's pow*r, to gain afiirc'diConfent, 
And hug a wretched carcafein nay arms, 
The nobler part, the mnind, all over ftain*d, 
Blotted and fcrawrdwith Appius' hated image? 
Could I bear this ? No. Could the angry goda 
Add aught tOtihe full load of woe I bear, ~ 
It would be thus, fhus to poi&fs Virginia! 
Enter a Guard with Caius^ 

Ouard. A AiefTenger 
To Lucius Icilius from Rome. 

Caius, Thh, from Valerius, to his friend Iciliua 
I am cemmiffion'd to deliver. [ Prefenting aHetUr^ 

IclL Valerius! Ha! what may this inel&ge-mean ^ 
\R€ads.\ [Afidu 

" Valerius to Icilius fends health. ' 
^^ Thefe fliall inform you, that your pretence and aid 
■ are heice mod neceffiry, in defence of the unhappy Vir- 
ginia, againfl the attempts of the enraged Appius, whoi^ 
Snding all his arts to feduce her vain, now threatens open 
violence. The diftreifed maid, whofe truth and condancjr 
your unjufl fufpicions have much wronged, is prepared to 
give moil ilgnal, tho' fatal, proofs of both, unlefs you xxk^ 
terpofe your timdy fuccour. FareweU** 

Heavens ! can k be ?— I fee Valerius* hand 
A witnefs to its truth. Can I have been 
So fatally deceiv'd ?— My heart miigives me! 

Caius. Jcilius, pardon me — th' extKemity 
In which I left Valerius and his friends. 
Demands my utmoft hafle. I hav^t, befides;. 
In charge, to let Vii^inius know what niio 
Awaitff his moil ^unhappy 4child» 

MU Oh, Caius ! 

I know 



1 know tiec aow ; Vii|;imus* faithful frccdmair,. 
Aka ! for pity, teW roc, if thou know'ft* 

Aught of Virginia^ What haa driven the tyraoft 

To this precipitate courfe ^ 

Caius. A frcfli rcpulfe, 
Which, ui^'d with too much Wtternefs and^fcorn^ 
Has firM him ev*n to madnefs, and he breathes 
Nought but reveng'e and violence; I faw. 
Ere I departed^ a t her father*d houfe^ 
The haplefs maid, all fainting, drown'd in tears ^ 
With her Valerius, and her uncle Nuraitor, 
Horatius, Plautia,\Marcia, Claudius'* filler,. 
Who, weeping, alks forgivenefs, owtw fome trearfv''r5r 
She haar been guilty of; and 'tis from* her 
Appius* defigns are known ^ 

if/7. Whyy then, there lives hot 
A wretch fa curs'd as I ! [4fiile.\ Oh, Caius ! hafte, 
Lofe not a moment — Hence ! [Exit Caius.] Virginia !— 
Torn with reniorfe and ftiame, defpair and Iqve, 
I fly, thou dear, thou gen'rous, faithful maid,. 
To thy relief. Grant rnc, ali-gracious Heav'n, 
Jut one blefa'd hour, to wipe my guilt away,. 
To pierce the tyrant'fr heart, and to prote^ 
My injur'dlovej the next, dfecree my felU ^Em^ 

S C E N E, Vii^inia^j J^rtmmH 

Knter Virginia anJ Marcia. 

Mar. Yet let me call myftlf tliy friend; Virginia t 
And ihali I faithful add, 
Tho* for a white mifled by fatal: love^ 
Th4t waud'ring and deceitful fire, I llray'd. 
Wide erring from the paths of truth and honour > 
Tea, let this fhame,, thefe tears, waOi out the (lain. 
Oh, might I live to fee thee fafe from treafon, 
And blefs'd with love, my foul could aik no'morc ! ^ 
i{ut if the fates, averfe, have doom'd, fweet maid, 
That thou muft fall, for glory fall, thy Marcia, 
Once the companion of thy youthand irufl, 
Tho^now a wretch, (hall nobly perifti with thcci 

Fir. Mareia, once more bclov'd, and faithful too! 
I fee thee now, I know* thee by that virtue 
i Qoce ib iov'd, and brighter no*» than ever ! 

Da The 
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The iDt^rvenmg ntft, that paffion rafts'i. 

Is cleared away, and all is fair agaio. | 

Mar^ This goodnefs weighs me down. JVIy heairt's tbo ' 

To fpeak— then let me thus poyr out my thanka^ [full 
My grateful tears, in' thy forgiving bofom* 

Vir. ^h, my lov'd Marcia ! 'tis enough^ too much* 
' I'm fatisfy'd. Urge then no more a fault 
Thy haplefs paffion caus'd. 1 know (to well ' 

The tyrant pow'r of love ; Icilius' charms, 
How irreiiftible. 

Mw-. Thou haft reftor'd me 
To life and happinefs ! • 

Vir. From this ^^sttt union 
My brcaft derives new hopes ; and may the powV « 
That watch o'er innocence look down propitious^ " 

But chiefly thou, bright goddefs, Chaftity ! J 

Thou^ to whofe honour ancient Rome decreed | 

Temples and altars, when thy own Lucretia \ 

For glory bled ! do thou proted thy votary 
From violence and fiiame ! i 

Enter Plautia. I 

Vlaut. Thy uncle, Numitoi, 
Without expe6ts'thee. News of great import 
AfcTfitom the camp but now arriv'd. All Kotne - 
Is in confufion ; \yhat the circumftance, 
He can defivcr. We muft now att^d hirid. • [ Exeuntp 

'SCENE, a Garden. - . J 

Enter Appius. 

jffi. Wherefore did trifling love's ignoble fire 
Melt this firm hfeaft ? My foul was form'd for empfre^ 
For war'; to guide the car, to wield the fword, 
Or in the fenatc teach the ftubborn fathers 
My will was law, and my decrees were fat€# 
But no^ the. war, th(^ tumult is within : " [Mi|rci« ! 

It rages here* [Feinting to his hreaft,'] Deferted too by 
Curfe on \^i iU''tim'd fear«, andcowai^ virtue ! 
Enter Rufus to him h<^ily. 

Ruf, Apf^ius, I eonte with news to (hake all fpirits 
Buttkime.. JFrom different quartefs meflengerfi^ 
Brcathlefs with heat aodfpeed, are juft arriv'd, 
Who tell of :tli€ defeat of both our anni«?s : 



VIKQIKI fU 4i 

On the firtroixfet, ther perfidious cahortf 

TurnM back, and fled ; not broken by tbeeOCOi]^yi 

Sut refolute beforehand not to coiiqu«r, 

Thro* hate andfpleen ts the deceraviratey 

Leii aught of happy {hould-befal thefiate^ 

JBeneath' their governments 

jfp. Malicious^gods ! 
From this time I renounce your temples, altarff^. 
Your faUe, precarious aid ; and on this arm. . . 
And this Arm fpirit alone will build my fortune* > 
What, is the fatal newa divulg*d ?r 

Ruf., »Ti8 fpread 
X Thro''UBiverfal Rome ; the madding papwlace^ 
Tumultuous rife; confufion^ havock, ipoil, 
Arcallonfoon 

* w^j^. Oh, for the boki af Jove^ 
To wield amongft them !— Yet this reiry: night,. 
Whatever befal, rfwear tofacrifice 
That peeTiQi, fcornful maid, that racksmc thus ^, 
*ro love and to revenge !: 

Ruf. Surely, my Lord;. 
Twere fafer to defer the executibit* 
Of yourdeiigo, till this, mod dang'rous fiormi 
• Be oved5lown 

jff. No, by my great progcmtor;. 
Alcides, I will on! Like him ^ I'll combat 
This many-headed monfler, this bafe hydra^ 
Tjie raf(»i people, to the utmoft verge 
Of life and death! 

Ruf. Uowe'er,.thefe dire commotions 
Should infl&ntly be quell'^l ; we mufl: ailoage* 
The prefent heat. 

jif* Co thou, and fihd out Claudius t 
Bid him inform my calleagues of this news ; 
Jiiet them aflemble ftraight, in Mars Vtemple^ 
The fenate— We muft ufe them now— We waat^ 
Tb^r popular name, and their authority, 
To quell the rabble rout*. Thi^ done, let Claudiuti 
Hepair to m^ before I meet the fenate : 
For I'll not quit, or flack, forthis impediment. 
The courfe i have refolvM. The proud Virginiay, 
Before anotherifim gilds thefe/eTtn hiUa,, 

D 1 Shallt 
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Shall yet be mine; nor IhtU thecursM Jcliiui' 
Efcap^tjik-ttrm. Then let to^morronr cone ^ 
And if I fall, I fall whh glorious ruin i 
Secure of btifs, whatever my fiirtune pnnre, 
I'll triumph, glutted with tevvng^ and lore ! 

EiTD of the Third Act* 
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ACT IV. 

SCEJb^E, mi Apartnuni in VirginiusV Houfc. 
Enter Virginia, Plautia, anJ Marcia* 

Virginia* 

HAT ifA thou tell me ? My Ictlius come i 
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Flaui. The (laves without have feen him hur^^ 
With eaepr iIodIis and pace. Vj^i hithci^ 

Mar^ Xet me retire ; . 

I dare not look on him. The wretched Marcia 
Muil needs be horror to hisejes. 

f^ir. No, Masda, 
Thou (halt remain, and he (hall know thy (enricet^ 
And all thy generous iriend(hip. 

Enter Icilius* 

JctJ. My Virginia ! 

[Jfter fomtfimfe^ as recMffit^ bimfelf^ 
Ahs ! forgive me, that I call thee fo. 
I had forgot I was a wretch, a criinixud. 
And rouit not call thee mine. The fig^ of thee 
Had baniihM for a moment from my memory 
My deep dy'd guilt, andcall'd back former tiaes^ 
And happier fcenes, when all was peace and love* 
Yethearme; for I aik thee not for pardon ; 
I alk thee not to give me back that love. 
Which once was ail the treafure of tliis heart; 
I've f<fuander'd it away, and muft not oiurinur 
That nothing now is left me but mere mifery. 
To fill the aching void. 

Fir. My vowa are heard ! ' 
He is return'di and full of tritth md lou ! \^fik^ 

kik 
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leiJ. Turn not away, but hear. me; for, Ifweai:^ . 
The dangerous cloud that's burllingoVr thy head^ 
Once paft^ with patient grief I will endure 
Whatever thy utmoft rigour (hall impofe. 

Fir. No more; I cannot bear it. Yes, myLuciu% 
Tm thine, for ever thine ! My kindling hiart, 
At thy approach, with fympathetic love, 
To meet thee fprings, and with thy generous Ibmfe 
T'ranfported', longs to mm its feithful fires, " 

IciL Gods, gods ! this is too much ! fuch fuddcA bllfii 
Pouring upon me I— Bure I'm in a dream ! 
Some ^eet illuiioh, that thus mocks my fancy 
With ihadowy fcfn«s of joy !<— |lcre let me fell, ^ 
And breathe my fighs— ^ [iOuellnj^ 

Fir, [Raifing himj] How fweet it Is to love ! 
Methink^ my boTom feels asif fometreafure, 
Long lofl,.were now, by an immediate a^ 
©f Heav'n's own bounty, to my hopes rcftor'd* 

Icil, l%\ poffible ? Ah, let me prefs thee thus 
Againfl my trembling breafi^ and hold thee fafl ! 

Thus folding thee, thus, let thy pitying heart 
Tell mine, in nimble beatings, thou forgiv'ft me^ 
That I am blefs'd, and thou art evier mine I 
Ha ! do my eyes deceive me ? Marciahere 1 

Fir. If .thy Virginians love indeed be precious 
In Lucius' eyes, next to the gracious gods^ [perhaps^ 
Behold the genrous friend, [Potniing to Mar.] to whom^ 
Thou ow'fl that yet (lie lives ; that without ihame 
She dares look up, and fondly gaze upon thee ! 
Thou dear, kind maid I \^Emhracing^ Mar»] withouVwhol^ 

timely fuccour 
The loft Virginia had perhaps this moment 
Seen a d«fpis'd, di{honour'4>, wretched ilaTC*. 
Oh, Lucius !— — 

Mar, Ceafe, Virginia, to opprefs - 
His genVous mind. Thou k.now'ft, th^ unhappy Maiaa 
Has lefs defervM his pardon than his fcorn. . 

IciU No more, fair Marcia ; let nought inaufpicipua^ 
Let no unkind remembrance now pollute 
This perfea bH6. Haft thou not. fav'd Virgjuaia.?- 
And can I e'er repay the mighty debt I 

Jd6 
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Tho' for a while thy guardian genius ilumber^d^. 

Kegle^ul of his charge But yet, my heart, 

Thoumuft not know repofe.. [4fi^^ 

Kir. What means, my. Lucius ? 
Tkert'a fomething lab'ring in thy bieafl-.^ 

Itih Thou dear, 
liOT^d maid ! my foul^long tofsM in trovbles,. 
Jkmklft theie mnfports, for a while fufpended 
Her racking cares, and catchM at hope too foonv 

Fir, Oh, eafe my throbbing bofom ! 

IcHm My Virginia ! 
The iewel I had loft, I have recovered ! 
But, Oh, not yet fecur'd ! For, know, to render 
All oppofition to his defpVate purpofe 
Hopelcfs and vain, the tyrant has alTembled 
His crew of rufllians from all parts. The leviea 
New niis'd, are juft arriv'd in dreadful throngs,. 
And awe the trembling city. No affillance, 
No human aid can now defend' thy innocence ;f 
Nothing but flight. 

A7r. Ye guardian powers, pmted me !: 
Where Aall 1 fly ?^ 

it/7- Compofe thy troubled brcaff : 
All may be welK With a fond lover's care 
I would attend thy lleps,.and gvtard my treafdfe. 
From ev'ry ill ;. but, Oh ! imperious honour 
Forbids me now to leave my wretched country^ 
A prey to faftion, tyranny, and rapjncj 
That reign within thefe wallsf: while the proud foc^^ 
With fire and fword; advancing to our gates, 
Threatens to lay imperial Rome in duft; 
Thy uncle Numitor will be the guide 
And partner 6f thy flight ; he will condu^V thec; 
To Ardea, where the good Herminius, bound 
Sy ties of blood, and ancient friendfhip, dwells.;; 
Hisfacred hearth, and. hofpltable gods. 
Are ready to receive thee. 
/7r. Ah, my Lucius I' 
How trgnfient waa the momentary jpy 
That fwcird my eager hopes !— Methinkj rfeel' 

^ • . Afliirering, 
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A (hiTeiing, like the approach of death ! 
Sure feme -prdGige i-"-^ 

IciL Thou deareft maid ! have com forf. 
At6 there not gods Above ? When vinu? fuffevt ^ 
• Tis their ovvp caule. 3ut let m hade ; the fenate 
Is now a^embling. Letusfeizetbeeccafion 
(While Claudius and the fierce Decemvir meet tjicmj. 
•To lead thee Hence. When once th* impending ftorm^ 
That's gathering o'er our heads, be overblown, 
nf hou quickly flialt return to blefs thefe eyes : * 
Then fettled calms, and gentle peace, (hall footh 
Each anxious care; aufpicioUs Love fliall prune * ^ 
His ruffled winj^s, and point each iliaft with gold ; 
And facred HyJnen light his nuptial torch, 
To guide us on bur way to endlefs blifs. . IJBiffUM^ 

SC£N£, aStrwtmRomt* 

' E«/^r Appius, Rufus, tf«</ClaudiuB# / 

jfy* Icilius now in Rome ! 

Ruf, By your command, 
Watching in yon letreat, I fawbitn enter 
Virginias' g^tes. 

J^. Cpnftifionl we're aifcover'd! 
There's fome deii^n on foot. Is thy band' ready ^^ 

iTo Claudlii^ 

CUuii, They're all prepared. 

^. Ha, Claudius ! look, look yonder f 
They're coming forth thisinfiant. Marcia too? 
*Tis (he who^ has betray'd us — —There they go h i 
See, Numitor condu6ts my lovely prize ! 
By Heav'ns, Icilius quits her, and returns ! 
Fortune, I thank thee !•— Claudius, now advance 
With all thy force, and meet them in the front 
' That way ■ On my tribunal thou /halt find me. 

• lEfVeuni Chud. and JiVii% 
Now, my propitious flars, (bine out ! Now fpee4 
My glorious hopes, that I may tafte the fweeta 
That wait on empire ! Let the vulgar herd, ' 

£y How purfuits of art, and patient labour. 
Attain their ends ; but let me, like a god. 
At once ftr.etch out my arm, and feize my joy ! X^^ 

SCENE^ 
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SCENE^ tie Gate QkiUna in Rme^ 

While a mewch is playing^ L. Vtrgimus enters 'Vditb-A larnt 
of/oldiers^ 

X. Ftr. At length, my valiant friends, and feHow-foK 
Wc tread the parent foil, where firll we drew [diers^ 

Our breath* This is no time for iludied forms 
Of fpeech. With hurr/d march^ and wounds uBheal'd^ 
WeVc left our camp, and here are confle, to conquer 
Or die. There is no mean ; our hard oppreflor^ 
Already vidtor o'er ouf laws^ our liberties^ 
Our fortunes and our lives, is not content^ 
Vnlefs he may extend his wide dominion. 
Over oar honours too i our maids, our matrons^. 
Muft glut his impious luil f force muft compel,. 
Where trcafon caa't feduce—My child ,^ Virginia^ 
My age*s darling, whom my choice and word 
Had long iinee deiHn^d to the brave Icilius, 
Your trioune, ra-uii be fbrc'dfrcm my embrace, 
To a loath'd purpofe. Will ye bear it, Romans | 
Say| (hall your^ld centurion, bent with years. 
And cumb*ro^$ arms, who on his breaft yet beara^ 
The mark of many a wound; in battle (har'cl* 
^With you, my brave companions, now at laH 
Be ftabb'd with fuch a fight ? A helplefs daughter^ 
In vain imploring aid, dragg*d to pollution I 
No, in each eye I read your noble purpof^,. 
To me, orfree your finking, bleeding country^ 

from thb peruicious tyrant, , 

/£«/tfr Marcia.itf L. Yirginius /6^//)«» 

Jfe&r. Ah, Virginitts !' 

Z*. Fir. Marcia,, what mean th«{fe wild and frightcA 
tFhiSrbreathlefs.hafte? Oooki^ 

' Mar. Virginia, Oh, Virginia !— — ^ 
My treach'Vous brother 

JL. Fir. ' If a ! Virginia, faidH thou. ?- 
Claudius !'— Virginia !— Ye avenging gods ! — 
Why join'ft thou thus tiieir names r— Speak, thou d#ar 
Tho^ 4:hy- perfidious brother be a traitor, Qmaidi!* 

Thy feithrul, gen'rous breaft holds no alliance 
Vi(khi%black crimes*. 
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Mar. Yes, thou brave fon of Rome !• . 
lama wretch !' Pvc wrong'd thee, bafcly wronged thcc ! 
The «tale*s too long to tell ; but IVe bctrayM 
My friend, my truft, nor dare I to prophanc 
The facred name of fauhfuL But I'll die, 
<>r^rargc my guilt away.. 

JL. f7f • [Hqfiilj.] Where is royidaughtcr ?' [A (lave ! 

Mar. Torn from my arms ! She's loll i (he*s gone l^^ 

L, /7r. A fla^e ! What mcaa'ft thou ? — ^Death and 

Where is Hie ? ^ [madnefe ! — Spcak-^ 

JM5»%. Ah! where now fhe is I Vnow not. • • 
But, fome kw minutes iince;, my impious brother^ 
Attended by a band of ruffians, feizM her, ' 
As we were x:oming forth, and dragging her. 
Spite of the gath'hng crowd, to the tribuaal 
Of the Decemvir, daim'd her for his ilave. 

L. Vir^ My friends, mjr feUow>citizensj mj^country*. 
Say, (hall a Roman fuffer wrongs like-thefe ? [men I 

Mar. Then ftarted forth a train of pcrjur'd mifcretnts^ 
With ready witnefs to fupport th' impollure ; 
• And the jSerce judge, without remorfe or fliame^ 
At once pr(»ounc'd her doom. Icllius then' 
Bufh'd in between ; a defp'rate tumult rofe ; 
Daggers were draw<n \ a mingled cry was heard ; 
]^lo(^ flream^d on ^^\xy fide ; the women fied^ . 
Loud (hrieking. Soon the torrent bore away 
Virginia from my fide. 'Midjfl the confuiion. 
Tour name and your arrival were proclaimed. 
That inflaot, Cpt^rr'd by friendfliip, grief^ and duty.^ 
] flew to &nd you out, and to relaice. 
The horrid tale. Farewel I Thefe iwelling eyes 
Shall ne*cr be clos'd in lleep, till I have found 
Where niy perfidious brother has conceal'd 
Tl^e in>ur'd maid. \Exiu 

i, Fir. Oh, mifcr?lb1e Romcl 
Tofuredeflru^on doom'd ? Oh, Mars, Q^irinus ! 
Our tutelar gods ! where ilept your watchful o^e, 
When, in an evil houi;, youri^linded Tons, 
Misjudging, trufled to the grafp of ty r^c^y \ 

« Their precious birthright, freedom ; nay, held out 
Their hands for bonds ?— -^Away, my friends,, away f 

Asia'4 
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ArmM as wc are, let's ruih into the Forum,^ 

And ihftaAtl^ alTault our curs-d oppreflbr. 

Let us not drag our chains a moment longer ; 

Let us not think we live, till wc are free. 

Away^ to conquer, or to die ! • [Gotfig^ 

Enur Xcilius, 

iciL Virglniua, 
A moment hold. Where doft thou ru» ? 
' L.Firn Icilius, 

My fon ! where is Virgima ?— Ha, fpcak ! where. 
Where haft thou left my child ?— Diftradiion ! death !— < 
Without her ?— Could not love and glory teach thee 
To've feen her piecemeal torn before thine eyes, 
And afterwards toVe dragged herquiv'ring limbt^ 
To greet her father, rather than have left her 
A prey to tyranny and luft ? • ^ 

Icih Virgin! us. 
But ilay andJiear m e 

i. Kir. Too, too long I've ftaid ! 
My lov*d Virginia ! had thy wretched father 
Been near thee, never hadll thou known this fhame ! 

JciL Thou couldft have done no more— — 

L. Vir, Away, away ! 

IciU Why this is madnefs, rage— ^ \In(patientljm^ 

L. ^/r. [S«rvgy/«§" Z'/w.]! fee thee living— ^ 
Yet fee not her — [Racing his v^'cn 

IciL Virginius, if th' impatience^ 
Of thy j.«ft grief^ had left me paufe for fpeech, 
Ere this I had inform'd thee, that thy daughter 
Lives yet unhurt, her freedom, and her honour 
Safe and inviolate— 

i. A7r. Thank the blefsM gods ! 
StiU may ihe be their care !— But yet, Icilius— 
Safe, and inviolate ! — Why then not with thee I 

IciL -Khbwthfen, this is the caufe: When I op^M 
Appius*'Ui»righteous judgment, which decreed ' 

Virginia to the cuftody of Claudius '' ' 

•Till thy return— ; 

L. f^r* What, has not the Decem^r 
Adjisdg^diicfrClaudiut'ilare.*- - -* 
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IciL With patience hear me — 
He would, by ahfoliste and final fentencr, 
Without repeal, have doom'd her Claudius* flare, 
Had not the venerable Numitor 
Stood forth, and with an eloquence, which grief. 
Such grief a lone could miniller, expos'd 
The cruelty ^nd the iniquity 
Of fuch a (hamelefs fentence, to deprive 
A father and a Roman of his child, 
Unheard -The murmViug throng was fir'd, and Ap- 
Compcird to refpite his unjuit decree [plus 

*TiIl thy return But mark the bafe condition ! 

E'en that the Iqvely maid fliould be confign'd 
To the faife charjje of the pernicious Claudius, 
Till her reputed father fljQu Id appear . 
T' alfert his right : 

L^ f^irg.- Perfidious, treacherous villain ! 
So fhould my innocent child in that dark interval 
Have i'uffer'd wrongs beyond all Ciire I 

/ivV. My blood 
Nomore cou^ld brook reftrainit— I rufli'd on Claudius, 
And tore her from hia hold ; , the pitying crowd 
Took part in my diftrefs, and foon beat off 
TKe li^tors : ftrait the ribald crew of Appius 
Fell on ; a bloody fray enfuM, and all 
Was going to wreck ; when *midft the throng appeared 
Horatius and Valerius ; both belov'd. 
Both f ivour'd of the people— ^They at length 
So far prevail'd, that the Decemvir granted, 
Pretending care for peace and public weal, * 
(Tho* inly flung to roadnefs) that Virginia 
Should reft with Numitor till thy return, 
And final iflue of the caufe : to him 
I then refignM my precious charge ; thro* crowd9 
Of fhouting Romans, he condutSed her 
In fafety home. It now remains with thee, 
To think in this diftrefsful exigence 
What courfe is beft. 

L.Virg. What beft ?— Oh, righteous gods ! 
Was it for this ye gave me this dear child ? 
Was it for this my early care niirs'd up 
Her blbombg youth, and in that gracious form 

E lufas'J 
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InfusM a noble and ingenuous fpirity 

To have it now difputed, after all, 

If (he be mine or not ? — If (lie (hall live. 

As (he was bred, in freedom and in honor. 

The virtuous daughter of a Roman citizen^ 

Or funk in everlafting infamy, 

The (lave and harlot of a villain ? ■ Ah ! — — 

That thought is death ! VU not endure it longer ! 

I'll know the worft — This torturing fufpenfc 

Is infupportable ! — 

IciL What wouldft thou do ? 
By force redrefs thy wrongs, and hazard all 
Upon one defp^rate caft ? — Be more advisM, 
And wait till — 

L^ Firg. Wait ! When ev*ry hour*s delay 
Cries out di(honour on roe 1 — No, by Heav'ns, 
The (hameful caufe (hall be this day decided ! 
Another (un (hall never more behold 
Virginius crouching, and deprefs'd with feat - 
Of being father to a (Irumpet ! 

IciL Gods! • 
Wilt thou rufli headlong to de(lru&ion ? Aid 
The ty-rant*8 foul delign, and wait thy doom 
From his corrupt tribunal ?— This bafe claipi 
Of Claudius, and his profecuted right, 
Thou kno'w'ft is mere delufion, a vile mockery 
Of juftice and wilt thou— ' 

L, yirg. No more, Icllius— - 
But be perfuaded that Virginius knows. 
The duty of a father and a Roman. 

IciL Think on the tyrant's ftrength— \ 

What counterpoife 

Canft thouoppofeto fuch unequal weight ? ] 

What valour *gainfl: fuch odds ?— *Tis fure perdition | 

And mull I fee, with patient eyes, my love, 
My hopes all (acrific'd ?— ! 

Z,. y^trg, I pray thee leave-me— 
My breaft is all confu(ion. If my grtef, 
Our ancient friendlhip, or my prayV fcan touch thee. 
Be this the proof— A while avoid Virginia ; 
Forget the ties of love, and all th* engajgcraents 
Of plighted faith— Till this bafe cauUu ended, 

I dare 
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I dare not call her mine, nor can I giyc, 
Or thou rcQcivc the doubtful gift with honour^ 
Now, my try*d warriors, if ydur old Centurion, 
Whene'er, he led you forth to arms and glory, 
Suftain'd the (hock of battle with the foremoft, 
And, drop for drop, po\ir'd put his blood with your*, 
Now conies ^he time to claim your love, your aid ; 
To you, ar)d to the gods, I truft my doom, 
And iland or fall with liberty and Rome. 

End of the Fourth Act. 



ACT V. 

SG^E, An Apartment in la, VxxgymyxiftHoufr, 

L. VlRGINIUt* 

THE tirned^ws near : and fate comes hafi*ning on 
Virginia's fate and mine— I muft compof(^ 
This tempcft here, and fettle all within 
To ilaect whatc'er may fallf— Diftra6^ing doubts^ 
Be itilil— T^ horrid lliapes of fear, avaunt I— 
Alas, in vaii) ! My tob'nng foul can find 
No reft— Whcrc*cr (he turns, terror ftarts up ^ 

To thwart her way— Oh, my bdov^d Virginia ! 
Shoul4'ft thou be torn from me !— Let me notthinkon': \ 
Alas, ihe comes this way I— I mufl not fee her— 
Site loelts me fo !-<-I cannot— [Turning macvjf* 

Enter Wxf^mu ^ . 

Vtrg. Sir, my father ! '< 

Turn not away, what hare I done ? / ."^ ■■ ■ ■■ 

L. Fir^. Virginia, 
Why doft thou come to waken with thy prefcnpc 
Thofc tender thoughts^ thofe foft remembrances,. 
Tbsit war'upon my firmnefs ?*— Fly, my child. 
Fly from a wretched parent, whom the wrath 
Of fate purfucs-— perhaps I muft forget 
I erer was a father ! 

E*, rtrg. 
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Firg. Oh> my heart! 
Do you forfake me too ! Ah, thither, whither, 
Wilt thou betake thee now, undone Virginia, 
When ev'n a father's arms are (liut againftthee ! 
Oh, Sir ! (fince now the tender name, my infancy 
Firftlearn'd to lifp, muft ever be forgot) 
What ftiould I think ? — Am I indeed not yours ? 
Or do you fcorA to acknowledge me your daughter, 
Stain'd as I am, and branded for a (lave ! 

L. Plrg, My tears will choak me ! \^Afide.'\ Go, re- 
tire, my daughter " 
Thou art my own ! my deareft, tendered child ! 
I glory that thou art !— Go in a while- 
Let me collet myfelf---The fight of thee 
Di farms me of all flrength, ab pow*r, and (hakes 
My firme(l refolutions \ 

nrg. Muft I go, 
Thus doubtful of my fate, thus driven from you^ 
Beholjd the poor Virginia at your feet ! [^Kneelhg. 

Behold thcfe falling tears ! — whatever be 
Thepurpoft of your foul (it muft be noble, 
Since 'tis my father's.) Oh, unfold it all ! 
I will not (lirink, but meet it as becomes 
A Romaiv maid, and daughter to Virgintus ! • [whil^ ; 

L.V^irg. She cleaves my heart ! [^^.] Repofe thyfclf a 
Within few moments I return— Mean time 
Avoid Icilius — let not heedlefs paffion . 
Tliwart my command, but, as thou lov'ft, obey. [ExiV* 

Virgn What can this meail ?— — My father's ftridt oom- 
T' avoid Icilius— The Grange war of paffions - [mand 
Confli6tinginhisbrea(^, his broken voice. 
His flarts, his eager looks, all, all declare, 
Some dread event is near ! 

JSff/fr Icilius. . 

JciU Alas, Virginia! — 
We're loft — ^thy cruel father's^favag'e honour 
Is hurrying to deftroy us ! but ev'n now 
I met him going forth, and would have fpoke-* 
When froNyningftem— Forbear, hecry'd, Icilius, 
To thwart me thus, and fiercely paf^ alpng. 
1 know his fatal purpofe — Oh, Virginia ! 
Urg'd by the Furies, he is gone to claim 

Imme« 



Immediate judgment, and ptovdkea fentence 
That v'Ul undd us aU-— ~^ 

Urg. JEarcwel, faxcwel ! [/^^»|j- 

JciL And wilt thou leave me thus to my defpair ? 
Can thy ownbeart content t' abandon me ^ 
Or is Icilius fucfa a ilranger there^ 
That thou can ft banifh his ceniembrance from thee 
Without a pang j nay, ev^n with cold ihdiiference ? 

Fzrg, Al^s ! too well thou knov^'fl this heart, Icitiui,. 
To think that ever cold indifference 
Can harbour there— my duty, pot my wiflies, 
C9mmandsine .hence ; hi& will, which ever waa 
And ever muil;beiacred to Virginia. 

JdL 'Tis well — thy duty bids theet^ar this hearty 
And thou obey'ft — how powerful is thy duty ! 
But Oh, Virginia^ Oh^ how weak thy love» 

Firg, Cruel Iciliu« ! . 

IciL Yet J fwear to heav^n^ 
.IwHl not leave thee till this day bepal^, 
Tho* men a^id godsoppQfe — Thou ^rt my own— ► . 
1 will defend thee, and my rights ii^ thee, 
.Wbilc I have life, nor truft to other aid ; 
Where'ei* thou goeil, I willpurfue thy Iteps, 
And join my fate with thine» 

f^irg. Away, Icilius!— 
It feems, thou know'ft me not— Haft thou fqrgot,. 
I am Virginius^ daughter ? — -Wouldfl thou cancel 
The bond of my obedience ?-- -Learn to render 
Thy pajfi'oti worthier of. th)Kclf and me ! 
Learn to refp^ my duty, and my glory ; 
For tho' I love, yet ilill I am a Roit)an ! 

Ici'L Farcwel.toall my hopes ! — Virginia's hearty 
Which oncel fondly thought my own,' it feemsj, 
Is Roman all I and in the blaze of glory, 
Love's weaker &feme is loll ! 

EnHr riautia <«i^Marcia^ 

P^r«. My child I thy father 
Impatient of his wrongs^ this moment waits 
To lead thee to the judgmeBt-feat of Appius ! 
Our ftrectsare throngM— JRoBg^e powa her nunAers forrhy 
AIL aaxiouB for thy tate— My heart is broke 
With tcndenieisi, and forrow h 
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Mar, Thou dear maid, 
Whom I have injur'd ! fee, the wretched Marda, ^ 

81nkinj; with guilt and grieFand (hame, is come 
To follow thy fad fteps, and loud proclaim 
To heaven and earth, ev'n in the face of Appius, 
And her falfe brother^ the dereftcd perfidy 
They have contrived againft thee ! 

Pir» My kind Marcia, 
All will be well - Methinks my foul feemg arm'd 
With heav*n -imparted itrcngth ; and lighter grown 
Than ufual, is beginning to ihake oif 
Thefe earthy bands that hold her — Now, ray Lucius, 
Once more farewel-r-forgvve the few harfti words, 
Which while my tongue pronounc'd, my heart difclaim^ 

cd; 
For Oh, that I have ever fondly lov*d thee, 
And ever will, till the lafl pulfe of life. 
Shall ceafe to beat within this conflant heart. 
Let this embrace, and this, perhaps ihelaft {^Emhractngj, 
That e*er fliall bind thee to Virginia's breaft. 
Bear witnefs 1 . ^ 

/r//. Oh, my foul ! — here let me grow ! [^mhractn^. 
And twin my vital thread with thine fo fafJ^ 
The envious Fates {hall be cblig'd to clofc 
Th* inexorable fliearson both- at once I 

Fir. Icilius, I muft leave thee I . 

Icih May the gods 
Abandon me, if aught ftiallnow divide us f / ^ 

No, fincetMs defp'ratecourfe is fix*d, Virginia^ 
Myfelf will guide thee to this bafc tribunal, 
Where robM iniquity fits high enthron'd, 
To tread on innocence ! — Now, ye jaft pow'rs^ 
Whom we adore, exert your dreaded influence! 
Now ftrike on virtue's fide ; confound the guilty^ 
Succour th' opprefl, and fhow that ye are gods 1; 

{Exeunt^ 

SCENE hi^\}\^^s Trihmal in the Forum ^ Anume* 

rous train of LiBors^ Guards y Isfc, 
Enter Appius tf»^ Claudius. They come for^joard to the 
~~ front of tbejiage. 

Jf. Isallprepar'd? 
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Clau, Nothing IS wanting^ — Guards 

Arc placM in cv'ry quarter Three ftrong cohorts 

- Poflefs the Forum, and forbid accefs 
To all but friends— Virginius' followers, 
A dcfp'rate, raging band, juft hot from war, 
We unawares furpris'd, fecur'd, difarm'd them ; 
Not without blood— — 

-4*. That's well, my trufty Claudius, 
^ By Heav'n that's well !— but how haft thou difpos'd * 
Thy filter Marcia ? — Ha I — Ihe may be dangerous I 
She knows too much, and is too keen a foe. 

Ciau, Ruf us has my command, if (he approach. 
To feize 'and inftantly convey her home ; 
He likewife haj»'t in chargeto apprehend 
Icilius, as a rebel, and to bear him 
' Without delay to prifon. 

j4j>. 'Tis enough 

I'm fatisfi^— and yet methinks— Ah, Claudius ? 
There's fomething heavy here, that weighs me down— • 
I know not what— • 

Ciau, There's no retreating now — 
The die !s thrown 

jffi* I hear 'em coming— -Now, 
My genius ! Now, be mighty, and fupport me ! 

[Appiis a/cmiis the Trihunah 

Appius, feated on his Tribunal. Claudius helow. L. Vir- 

finius enters y leading hy the hand his daughter Virginia, 
lautta, with a train of nueeping matrons folhKmng. 
Xsidors^ Guards^ i^c* clafeup each. fide of the fiage^ leav^ 
. ing ony the front open* . 

Ap. Romans, you fee me from this awful feat 
A fecond time conftrain'd to render judgTlent, 
Ina JeterminMcaufe; our laws, 'tis true, 
.Our rights, ourcuftoms, all cry out aloud 
Againft fuch violation ; but, alas I 
So the neceffity cf thefe bad times 
Demands ; for bold feditlon ftalks abroad 
With fuch gigantic ft rides, that Juftice felf 
Is forc'd to quit herpath! 7— I'll not repeat 
The high indignities, the outrages, 
The infults ofier'dto the fov'reign magiftrate ; 

No, 



No, Romans, let my wrojigfi fc>rg9t^teQ ^^*^ 
It ispQtforreycngc, bat.Uiv, I ftai^d;. 
The facrea tables, and the eycn courfe 
Of ftcady jufticc— This is Appius*^iiP— 
Romans, I'vedonc— Let either fide ib^id^rth-.— 
I reft in equal poife to weigh the right. 

Ciau, Then let my right pr^V.ail — My prooj^ 4W 
laiow'il--- 
This apcicnt Have— a witnefs to the birth 
Of th4t jouug maid, in niy.cMvn b.oufe — |ny fr^4''^yfc 
paviis— who, wivh^thc moiijer'spriyity 
Sold her to childiqfs Numitpria, 
Virginius' wife— 

^. Thefe proofs, £b longconceard. 
Why now produced ? 

C/^i». Does Appius aft, the caufe? 
Docs he ? — 'Tis well — thou fta'it be fat^fied ; 
But then complai;i not after, when thou hcar'fl 
JLIa^rajtcful truths— 

jif. What mean thefe obfcure hjjus, 
Thefe dark furmifes ?-*• Speak^-^l dare thy worft* 

Ciau, Know then, it is for thee I profecutc 
This odious, this unpopular claim-r-For thee 
Am loaded with the bitter bate, and rage 
Of all t^e Commons, 

j/f. Tractor !-»-How?— .forme? — 

C/<««*. For thee— -Thy dcfp'ratc, ihaufpicious lore 
'For this young maid,' knowp toallRomie — (Nay, ftgwit 

not—) 
Threatened a union, which the facred tables 
Have doom'd accursM — My freedman, ilrBck with horror^ 
To think a fla^e fhould^ai^the Appian cace^ 
Difclos'd hjs guilt, till then conce^r4 fr^m roe ; 
I urge'my righr> to fnatch thee from de^rutlion. 

u^/>, I'm no^. to learn, that.bpldcft cciijfvjpe live* 
In bafeft mouth»— The h^rd will ftiil a^e^ 
To know and reafondeep !— yBut cpuUklthMi thiwk. 
I meant to bloc my name jwith fu^ h p«-(fition I 

Ciau. Forgive my fears, i/ they have done theewmng'^ 
Thy glory was the caufe j therefore unmov*d 
I wait thy final fentence ; if Virginius 
Have aught t^ebje^ now Jet; J|^i<n urge it k^mM. 
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L. Fir. Thou traitor ! — I have hitherto been filcntj 
And patiently have heard that impious tongue 
Wrong' Heav*n and earth ! — -only that I might learn 
The full extent of this abhorr'd contrivance ; 
Glaring, as is the day, to cv'ry eye ! 
But, Oh, thou panderflavei—think'ft thou, Virginiu^ 
Will deign an anfwer to the perjur'd tale ? 
Difprove thofe caitifts, whom thou haft produced, 
And wait a fentence from that faithlefs judge, 
Who leaguM with thee— 

Ap. Virginius, fuch intern p'rance 
Befpeaks a doubtful caufe— Were I indeed 
The tyrant thou pretend'ft, what hinders m?. 
But that this moment, feizing the advantage 
Thy infolence and outrage gives, I might 
Proceed to inftant judgment^ andftandjuftify'd. 
To envy's felf?— Think then, and be adris'd, 
While yet 'ds tim«— >lf thou haft aught to'offer 
That can avail thee, or invalidate 
Th' accufer's claim, fpeak free, thou (halt be heatd 
With favour J nay, byHeav'ns, myfelfwilljoy 
To fee this innocent, haplefs, virtuous.maidy 
Whom I admire and pity ,. fav'd frpm ruin, 

LJ^tr, Ob, Jove, the thundcrcf!-— This tem^rtte 
How calm, how cool he meditates oppreiSoa ! [villain ! 
With what fercnity he gives the ftab ! 
Thou tyrant, who, if Juftice had her courfe, 
Trembling and pale, ought'ft now toftand before 
The terrible tribunal of the people, 
To giv« account of all thy,crimes l-r-Think'ft thou 
There is that peafant flave, who could be gulPd 
By fuch apparent fraud \ — ^Behold the Forum 
Block'd up with troops ! — ^My friends, by bafe furprize 
0*erpower'd, in chains 1— *£y*n now, a band of ruffians 
Burft fonh, and feizM Icilius— Nay, with violence, 
The genVous Marcia (Ah, too nobly good, 
To be allied to a perfidious brother !) 
They feizM, thevdragg'd^long the ftreets of Rome ! 
Becaufe (he could unfold thee, lay thee open, 
With all the foul corruption of thy heart. 
To public view !— Thou fceft I know thee, Appius ; 
Spare then all fiunher feigaing—«Thou*ft played o*er 
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^a VIRGINIA. 

. Thy part aflign*d ; now be thyfelf a^in, 
Th* opprcffivc, bloody, bold, rapacious tyrant ! 
And fuatch'd by open force ! 

-4*. Thou infolent, 
^Audacious rebel ! Think'ft thou to patch up 
Tby rotten pica, by ribaldry aod railing ? 
Or with thy clam'roui cries, e;x^rt thro* fear, 
What ri^t denies thee ?— Np, thy venow'd rage 
Shall burfl thee, ere I (brink f — Claudiu9> thou haft, 
By fair and open proof, by living witnpfs. 
Supported well thy cUim ; which this foul rajlex 
Retufcs to reply to, but by flander : 
Take then thy own ; for this is my award ; 
Which, by the Gods, and the oficndcdm^jcfty ' 
Of Jullice, unrevoked (hall flaod--*So, hencp. 
And take her with thee* 

Clau. I thank thcc, Apiup?— Comf— r-Wf ipwil re* 
tire— lining ifiU ^ ^ivipmiii 

f7r. Off ! ^Toticb mc^not I— ^-infidioiis, irjeacH'* 

rous tw>n(kev 1 
{Sbe^rufgUug^ Claudius md94*umfrs t^firci ber n^fj^^pgfk 
Oh, gods 1-— help, help I*— my father ! lilop^an^ ! hi^lpl 
Save me ! * 

Cte. In rain thou flruggjM^^— T|^ fuvA hei^c^ 
With me— and (haU— Thou art my ftavc^ young v>tiii 
Know thy condition ; an4 he^pefisirw^rdl^ara 
Obedience to my pleafure-^-^ 

Fir. Triuaipho'cr 
A lifeleis corfe thou may'ft, and th.e£b tw^ Um^, 
Stiff*4M3gin ^ath, xiaij after thee*— -*>but n^r^. 
No, nevfsr think, whiJie fenfe an4 ^^al h$^t 
Inform this earthly ipa^i to part m^ froifi ' 
The ftock where fii:ft I gtsew 1 iPU^ging to btr father^ 
. L* Vir. No more^ wy daughter*— 
Thoufiseift reififtance vt in vain— »-W« m^ft 
Fulfil our dediny : there i# no h^lp : 
Submit thee then, and, arm'd wit|L paticn^f , fuit 
Tl^ mini IQ tiiy hard fortune* 

Vir. Righto* Heaven ! 
What, does my father gire mf Uj? ?-rrrDofis he 
CoftfiriOi the oruel (entjence pafs'jd ^Mt>on id^ h - i *• 
Behold iue th^ a iHaff ! — ii4!»y limjtmxSA^t. 

. Thou 
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Thou jpcrjur'cl itoiniftcr !— Here-* -bind thefe Tiitlbi ! 
In fcrvile fetters, manacle thefe hands ! 
This wretched frame fiiall not be (abjtGt long 
To thy inhuman power !— Come then— drag me 
To dungeons, death and darkncfs ' 

L.Tir. Hold, Virginia— . 
Appius, thou feed: I peld, nor dare I longer 
Contend againd the IbvVcign pow*r ; the llwir, 
That fobs me of my daughter, -tho*fevere, 
1 dofubmit tO ; and I pray forgive 
A wretched father, if my unWeighM fpeech 
Have been too bitter : now, before I go 
For ever to lofc fight of this poor maid, 
Whom ccrtsdnly I always thought my own. 
And as my own have lov'd, and bred, and cheri(h*d ; 
If thou haft pity, grant this one requeft ; 
The privilege but of a few fad moments, 
To breathe out all the angulfh of my foul, 
And glut myfelf with grief-?*' Twill be fome eafe, 
Before we part, to take a laft farcwel, - 
To fold her in my trembling arms once more, 
And rain my bitter tears into her bofom, 
Erel.refign her h 

j^. Be it fo— but let 
A giup-d, for moreTecurlty, attend. 

i. rir. 'Tls well— I thank ye ^This way, Vir* 

gini^ 
Vir, My beating heart ? [Followlftg^ 

L, Fir. Support me, gods ! [^fidtm 

[L.Virginias and his daughter tome forward w fhefiage* 
L. rir. My child | , . 

Ah, my belov'd, Virginia! 
Yir. My dear father \ 

L. Fir. I cannot utter it 1 — When I would fpeak. 
My heart-ftrings tremble, and affrighted nature 
Backward recoils !— My child ! — muft it then be ? 
Muft I Forget all feelings of a father, 
Aftd of a tnan ?— IVJuft I blot out all traces 
Kromthis diftra<ftcd brain, of what I have been ?^ 
ttow 1 hare lov'd, how tram'dup thee, fweet maid, 
Now for pollution maiVd ?— On, bloody Appius!— 
Gods, gods l—if yc are juft ! —Draw nearer to me — 

\To Virginia. 
Let 



Go VIRGINIA. 

Let me weep over theiea while— and then • 

Canft thou not guefs ! — Oh, fay, and {pzrt my tongue 
The dreadful word !-— Canil thou read the purpofc 
That fhakes me thus ! 

f^ir. What may ihis mean ? 

£• Fir, Secft thou 
This mortal poin t r»— — ' [Pulling out the dagger* 

Fir. 'Tis as my boding heart 
Prefag'd-— here then my cares and danger enJ, [Jfide* 
My father, tho' my fex and years, till now 
Unvers'd in forrow, flart to look on death ; 
Tho' nature (truggles hard, and fain would ward 
The fatal blow, that cuts off all my hopes ; 
Yet my foul-feels, and owns the deed is noble, 
And worthy of my father ! 

L.Fir. Tis cruel, but yet glorious !— Thou muftdiC| 
To fave thee from perdition !— Think, Oh, think 
Wirtt 'tis ta live a flave ! the butt and mark 
Of hourly ihame. and infult !— -think upon 
Thy youth, thy innocence and maiden bloom, 
Stam'cPiind defac'd by barb'rousluft and outrage : 
Think wh^n the brutal tyrant (hall be cloy'd,. 
To have thy rifled beauties then confign'd 
To th' nijxt grofs ruffian and the. next— -Didradion !' 

Vit\ Quick^ quick,' difpatch— 
Tear up my bofomjvith thy flcel, but f^are 
To rend my foul with founds like thefe—'Oh, 'ftrike !— 

Zi Fir. Thus thtxi" '[Lifting the dagger. '^ my hand 
fhrinks back, and ev*ry nerve 
$tifFen8 with horror !— turn afide, my eyes, 
Nor view the bloody deed!— - 

Vir, No more, my father-:— 
Oh, god8!--Weareobferv*d !— They'll tear me from 

thee! 
Here ftrike !— Oh, let me aid thy trembling hand ! 
A moment loft configns me o'er to fliame ! 

L. Fir, Juft go^% \*-'[Looling Up to Heaven. 1 thu« 

then— -and thus \Stahhing her» 

The onfy way I can, I fet thee free I 

Jp. What hds he done ! [Sfarting up on his Trihunai* 

Vlaut* Oh, horrid, cruel, father! 
She finks I—She dies !.-Help !— {Runs tofupport her. 
I L.Fir. 
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lirith 1W3 Wood 
Thcc, and thy impious he^d, I thus devote 
T.o the infernal gods I \Exit^ holding up the ^gger. 

Ap. PcrdkioB feizc me^ 
But he has murder'd her !— ^Attach kim, Li^knvy 
And bpar him inflant — What nat^ is- that I 

[A tumultu4us ttoifi is heard ^without* 

Bnter Rj^fMS to AjfiJas, hqftily: 

Rufy MyLord^ Icilius, felcu'd i;^ (b^ populace, 
J« cofnisg a; «heir head ; tli^ guards on poft 
They have bM^wC thjX3tij|hy and i^ear dj^wn all before '««n« 

Ap, Confulion !— Pm betray 'd ! — Theihives i»ve fold' 

Claud, LccuseicapeiyiMfofeicbetaolaite'TeT {.ine I ' 
We tna^g>ve<i«ay to «^' «ofireftC-e?- 

Jp* No, this »rm 
Shall ftem it— and the troope that fled, fhal) coa^uefi 
When AppiualeadsJBliKitttMi«r%A3isa^l r/>£^l*udias.. Ap- 
plus defcends in hafte from. Ixis^.trvkuti^ fnd g9fi ftti* 
with Claudiu8% 

jRl^fT rif^rci^x ^t 4 irabt df ^xyceplng mtitroni^ 

. Mar. ISimng Vir«wblvVMf.3 Oh ! 
Support me ! — hercT— h^m» 1^ <igl^ |-r ti^ra iew. 
And ilifien into (tone ! — See thatfWeet bofom. 
All gorM andblo^dy, heav^ag y^ id 4ct%th ! 
Look (^L tier il uiVd^g X^^% ^A ^hat ile^d p4o 
That crceRSo jer all her Hmm t \Ah¥4Jhpuj^ h bi^^k^ 

Then enten IcilJus at tj^e bead iff the feoplt. 

Icilimu \JSe€ingtb0hg^^ ht.kfifuck'^hlmr^^ andfoM^ 
fixed in aflonijhment for f^f, timer^^^t loft be kufeh 
/A7w« ^ A?r, J My Virginia ! 
[Virginia at the foitnA f^ hi^ ^i^fy endeavors to raifi 
hfrfilfrrrSbe kaks ^.t bivtfoffa\nf timu ^nahU t^^ak i 
tben finks dow/i^ and wib a grp^n e^tpifes, 
Jcilius* {Starting up from tb^ grfuM*] Qb, .bla§ thpfc 
eyes, 
Some fpeedy lire fron) t^eav'i^ iTrrdry vbp all fight ! 
Left lodging h^e, i ^rike agaitnf^ <che go^y 
That doom'd ipf fuf h ji vyi[^{ph \ &one, gpi^e tor evef ! 

F It 
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It i$ not to be'bome ! ——the only way 

j« thus ! — ' [Going tofial khnfetf. 

Enter L» Vli^tnius, ^bo catches bis arm% 

L. Flir» What means thy rage ?— Look here !— — hi« 
impioat blood 
Smokes on my dagger's fmnt! , 

[Hctdlng up the hloo^ Jigger ^ 

Icil. [^StruggltngJ\ Unhand me, murd'ret!— — 
Thou butcher of thy child i^there, parricide ! 
Behold thy triumph there ! — — 

. [Pointing to Vir^nki*s ho4yi 

L. Fir, [keeping,'] My old hean fpUu with forrow \ 
Sweet haplefi flowT ! ' 

Untimely cropt by the fell planter^s hand ! 
My eyes weep blood to look on what IVe donC'*-* 
And yet ^twas pity nerv'd my apn to firike 
The btew ! 

kiL DiftriAion fetze thee !— them firike here I 
Give me thv pity too I 

L. Fir. IcjUus, hear m e 
Look on the cold remains of that dear maid— 
She fieeps in peace and honour !— Wouldft thou rather^ 
Behold her thus* or (hnnM with foul pollution ? 

^ ^ew, as thou art a Roman, 

Pechre 

lell^ Away !— I wilhto die, Virginlus— ^ 

Lj Vir. To die ?— Arc Rome and glory then foi]got ? 
At Ifcght of this hot knife, fmoking with bloody 
AH Home was iirM, and aided my old arm 
To reach the tyrant's heart !— And ftall we now 
Give up thefe glorious hopes ^— The Roman name 
Again fhall rife f Again fair liberty 
Smile o^er th^afflided land ! — For fuch a iewel, 
A patriot brcaft muft know no price too dear ; \ 

Not cv'n a daughter's blood ! —Remember Tarquin, 
His exird race, and Brutus' guilty fons, 
'Great CurtiuSi Cocles, andth* Horatian brothers 1 
Heroes of old, who for their country bled, 
And 9II th' illudrious lift of mighty dead ! 
Warm'd with their dlftant rays, let us alpirc 
To trace their fleps, and emulate their nre i 

4 T'cxtend 



VIRGINIA. 

T' extend our hme beyond this narrow fpao, 
Ad4 in the Roman to forget the man ! 

. End of the Fifth Act« 

-* — - _ ■ i " ■'' I. 1 . 

E P I L O O U S. 

Written by Mr. Garrick. 

^T"// E poei^speuj can like a conjurer^ j 'wauJ^ 

"^ Or kiU^ or r^ife hit heroine at cMmand\ 

And IJhaUy ^ir it-like ^ hefore IJink^ 

Not courteovm enquire,^ lui tellyou vihaiypiH ihinkm 

F^9m top to fottom^ IJball make you Jiare^ 

By hitting all your judgmMts to a hair* 

Andfirjl^ withyou a^onfe^ IJhall hegin-^^* 

Good-natured fiuls^ the^rt reOf^ aUtogrht* 

Though twehvi'fence/eaijfOH there f fo mar tbtMelingf 

ne folks hlow can^t ho^ a hotter feeling. 

No high hred prudery inyour region lurks^ 

Ton holdy laugh aud cry^ as "Mature 'works* 

Says fohn to Totn^ ( ay —t there they Jit together^ 

As honefi Britons as e*er trod on leather :) 

•* *Tweenyou and /, myfrimsdy Uis n;ery vildf 

That old Fergeenus fiould ha^ejluck his child: 

I would hanfe hanged him forU^ had I been ruUr^ 

And dueled that A^ns toOy by ^vay of cooler.^'* 

Some maideu'dames^ who hold the middU-Jloor^ 

And fly from naughty man at forty four ; f 

With turn* d'Up eyes, applaud Flrginia^s fcape^ 

And *uow they*d do the fame tojhun a rape ; 

So 'very chaftcy they live in conjiant fears ^ 

And apprebenfionjlrengthems with t heir years. 

Te bucks^ who from the pit your terrors fend^ 

Tet love difrejed damfels to befriend ; 
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T'eu think this tragic jok^Joo far was carried i 
And ivi/b^ toftt all right^ the maid had married: 
Teu^d rather fee (if Jh the fates had wlPd) 
Ten 'vuinfes. he ii/td^ iham §ne poor ^in^n lUBd* 
May I approach unto the hoxes^ prt^^'» 
A^ iherefeM'ch out ajudgmeut on thefl^ t 
In vain^ alas / ijboufd attempt to find it^"^ 
Fine ladies fee n^flay.i iui fte^Bf mind i t m ■ 
*flis *OMlgar to be mdv'd fy e^edpajfiony 
Or form opinions^ tiU tbOf^^tfiwdl^falhk^ff 
Our author hobes^ thisficiU goddefs Modcj 
With us will niakoy a^ leajf^ niae d^s aiodr\- , 
To prefent picture he contraBs his nnew^ 
AndUdVeibisfktnrefmi^ t^ tim f^td^oih^ 
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AMD f(»FOIMXB AT THK 



'CStarre-lBlopisil in a>jurg«?Lan«. 



Stuhtrmm rtgum & potukrupt ccntlntt sefiuf' 

Murfus quid virtus, & quid f anient ia fojiit 

Utile propojuit noHs txmpkr Vlvlftm. . . « . 

^ '^'^ Ho«AT. Bpift. Lib. I. Ipift. a. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLE 

SIDNEY Lord GODOLPHIN, 



Lord HighrTrcafurcr of England, and Knight of 
the moft Noble Order of the Garter. 



My Loe]>, 

IF thofe cares in which the fcrvice of a ^grcat Qveeir^ 
and the loye of your couatiyy have fo yi&lj engaged 
your Lorclfliip, would allow any leifure to run back and 
remember thofe arts and Audies* which were once the 
grace and eDtertaioment of your LordChip^s youth ; I 
have prefumptioa<cnoufih to hopje, that this tragedy may, 
feme time or other, find an hour to divert your Lordihip. 
Poetry* which was fo venerable to former ages, as in 
many places to make a part of their religious worfhip, 
and every where to be had in the highefl honour and 
efteem, l^s niferabiy languifhed and been defpiled, for 
want of that favour and prote6lion which i| found in the 
famous Auguflan age. Since then, it may be aiferted 
without any partiality to the prefent tinie^ it never had a 
fnirer profpet^ of lifting up its head, ai>(LVeturnmg to its 
former reputation than now : and the ti^ reafon can be 
given for it, is, that it feems to hav^^' particular hope 
from, and dependence upon your UbfdOiip, and to ex- 
pert all juil encouragement, when thofe great men, who 
have the power to prote<^ it, have fo delicate and polite a 
tafte and undcribindiDg of its true value. The reftoring 
and prefer ving any part of learning, is fo generous an 
action in itfelf, that it naturally falls into your Lordfhip's 
^ A 2 pro- 
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provlncet fince ercry thing that may ferre to improve 
the mind I has a right to the patronage of fo great and 
univerfal a genius for knowledge as your Lfrdfhip's. It 
is indeed a piece of good fortune, upon which I cannot 
hel|) congratalatiQg the p.r^fen.t agc» that Jthcxejsfo great 
a man, at a time wlibn tliere is fo great an occasion for 
him. The divifions which your I^rdlhip has healed, 
the-teic^r viitiWh yoti haue.reAoredio erur^CDUBoHf, apd 
thiit ijAdd^igaUe-eaiHe and^lietenec-^hieli yon havenifed 
in preierving our peace at home, are benefits fo vir- 
tuouily and fo feafonably conferred upon your country^ 
at Ihall 4raw die praises of aSi wife mmi, and tlte %1d^ 
fings of aU gOQii wea upon ,yuu r iLojrcUhtp^s M9me, Aad 
when thofe unreafonable feuds an4 animofities, which 
keep hCdon alive, iball be buried in filence and forgotten, 
that great public good (hall be univerfaliy acknowledged, 
as the happy effeS of your Lord(hip*8 mofl equal temper 
and right underfiandlng. That this gtoritfu* aivf may 
very fudd^«iy fucceed to 3'our Lordfhip's candor and ge- 
i^oMcndesvegBra zhew k^ mui be ^vMt^ «very'gool 

My Lwdt - 

¥raf LajKiflii|A| imA dbmfoafit 
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PROLOGUE/ 

CT'O-nij^htj in honour of the marry^d Ufg^ 

■^ Our author treats you tvith a virtuous wifi} 

A laJy, Hv/jOf for t^MentyyearSy ijjithftood 

The freffbtg inftances of flcjh and blood \ 

Her huJband^JiilLa man of fenferefutedy^ 

{JJnlrfsthis tale hisiwfdom have confuted^) 

Lefi her at ripe eight etn^ tofeek renown ^ 

And battle for a harlot at Troy to^ivn ; 

To fill his place f frejh lovers came in Jhoalsy •> 

Muchfuch as nowa»dqyi are Cupid* s tools y, I . 

Some men of *tvity bit the mofi part werefobh. J 

They fcnt her billets-doux, and preftnts many y 

Of ancient tea and Thericlean china ; 

RaiPd at the godsy toafted her o^er and o^er^ 

Drefs*d at her^ danc*d andfougbty andftgh^dy andf^ore ; 

Ltjhorty did all that men could do to have her^ 

And damned themf elves taget into her favour ; 

But all in vaiuy the virtuous dame flood huffy 

And let them knofuj thatjbe vjas coxcomb proof x 

Mefjieurs the beaux y vohat think you of the matter f 

Don^tyou believe old Homer given to flatter ? 

Whenyou approachy andpreffing thefoft hand^ •%. 

Fa/voursy with well-bred, impudencey demand^ "' V 

hit in woman^s weaknefs to vsithftandf J 

Ceafe to be vaiUy and give the f ex their due j. 

Our Englijh wives Jhall pron^e this flory true r ' 

We home our chafe Penelope^Sy who mourn 

Their widowed bedsy and wait their hrd^s return \ 

We han/e our heroes tooy ivho bravefy bcar^ 

Far from their homCy the dangers of the war %. 

Who carelefs of the winter feafon^s ragey 

Hew toils explore y and in new carei engage i. 

From realm to realm their chief unvjeay^d gnes^ 

And rcftlefsjoumies oUy to give the world repofe^ 

Such are the confl^^nt labours of thefun^ . , 

Whofe aBivey glorious courfe is never done ;. ' *^ 

And thoughy. when hence he parts y with us *tis niglfff. 

Still he goes oUy and lends to other worlds his lights 

Te beauteous nymphhy with open arms prepare 

To meet the warrior Sy and reward their care j 

Mqyyoufcr ever kind and faithful prove y 

Andpeff their days of toil with nights <f-lovt% 
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DRAMATIS r EK S O K JO. 



MEN. 

VfffiSf kin^ of Ithaca^ coBceale<I for 
lome time under the natnedf JStiwi^ 
EurymacJbuSf king of Samau 
Tolydamas^ "1. 

Thoon^ t Neighbouring princes^ 

Agenor^ Jpretcndere to theQ^eeo*. 

Telemachus^ Ton to TJhilJh^xtAPiHi^pe^ 
Antinowy a nobleman of Ithaca, (c«^ 
cretly ia loTe with the Queen. 

Ciean^ 1 Fneflds to ^i*f/«tf«f. 

Arcas^ y 

Mentor^ tutor to Tekmachus*, 

Euptaui^ an old fervant, aacl faithful ta 

Ceraunus^ a Sawian officer beloaglng ta 
Eurymacbusm 



W O M E N; 

Femhfi^ fs^ttn^ Itbaeay Mrs. Hunter..' 

Several Bamian and Ithacan OiEcers and Soldierfr|> wttB* 
Qiher Attendants, Men and Women* 

SCENS^ JT H AC A. 
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- A C T 1. 
^baer Tekmncrhufr #«^ Mentor. 

TtLfiTVtACHtJS., 

OH, Mentor 1 urge no' more my royal birtli. 
Urge not the honours of my r^ce divine, 
Call not to my rememhrance what I am, ' , 

Born of Ulyflcs/and det!v*d from Jove; 
For 'tis the Vrurffe of mighty mindt^ opprefeM, 
To think what thfcir ftate i^, and l^hat it'lhottld be ; 
Impatient 6f Theit lot, they ifeafoh fiercely. 
And call the laws of Prt>videncj^ unequal, . . \ 

Men, And rtierefore wert thou brtd to virtuous know- 
And wifdom early planted in thjr foul ; P?dg*> 

That thou might^kfldtvto rule thy fiery jjaffioiis, * 
To bind their ra^e, and ftay their hcadlohg coutfc, . ^ 
To bear with accidents, and evVy change ' ' ' ' 

Of various life, to flruggle with adverfity^ 
To wait the Icifure of mt righteous goA, 
Till they, in their own good appointed hour. 
Shall bid thy better days come forth at once, "'' * ' 
A long and fhining train ^ till thoo, well-pleasM^ 
Shalt bow, and blefs thy fate, and own the gods ^re juft 

Tel. Thou prudent guide an^ father of my youth,. 
Forgive my tranffports, if 1 feem to lofe , 

The rev'rcnce to thy facred pt«cepts due ; 
Tis a jttft rage, and honeft indignation* 
Ten years ran round e*ier Troy was doomed to fallf 
Ten tedious fummers, and ten winters more. 
By turns have ch a ng^ the feafoAs fince if fefl ; 
And yet We mourn my godlike ftither*is srt>fence, 
As if the Grecian arms had ne'er prevaU*d, ^ 

But Tote and He^r fiiU tniiiittahi'd the war. 

Mm. 
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Men, Tho* abfcm, yet if oracles are true. 
He lives, and (hall return. Where'er he wanders, 
Purfu'd by l^oftile Trojan gods, in peril 
Of the i^aftedefart, oi; the foamy deep., 
Or natipQ^ wild as both, yet cpyrage, wifdoii}. 
And Pallas, guardian of his arms, b wich him. 

. TeL .And, Oh^ t^ what ^oes the god'a care referve him I 
Where is,the triumph (hall go forth to meet him ^ 
What Pean (hall be iung to blefs his Hibours ? 
-What voice of joy jhall ary, HailiCtngj pf Ithaca ? 
Riot, and wrong, and wotul d'efolatioh. 
Spread o'er the' wretched land, (hall tlafl: hit eyes. 
And make him curfe the day o( hisrecurn. 

Men^ Your gueft, the ftrangcr, jEthon» 
Enter iEthon. 

Tel, By my life. 
And by the great Ulyflcs, truly welcome. 
Oh, thou nroft worthy jEthop ! thou that wert. 
In youth, companion of nly father's arms. 
And partner of his heart, does it not grieve thee. 
To fee the honour of his royal name 
Defpis'd and fct at nought, his (late p*er-run, 
Devour'd and parcellM out by (laves (b vile, 
That if oppos'd to hipi, 'twould pfiake comparifoa 
Abfurd aAd jnonftrousTeetp, aaif tt) mate 
A mole-fiill with Olympus i- 

jEt^, He was ray friend f 
I think I knew hi^ / and, to do htm right. 
He was a roan indeed » Not as thefe are, ' 
A rioter, or doer pf foul wrongs ; 
But boldly juft, and mor/s like wHat man (hould be. 

TeL Frojn mom. tiJ I jioon , frgin noon till the (hades dar» 
From evenii^g, till tjieWorping da vv;jis again, [kea 

Lcwdncfs, cDnrfufibn, indolence, and uproar,. 
Are all the bus'nejs of their guilty hours ; 
The cries of maids en forcM, theroar'of drunkards, 
Mix'd with the braying of the minftrels' noife^ 
Who miniders to mirth, ring^ thro' the palace, 
And echo to the ai^ch of hcav'n their crimes. 
Behold, ye gods, who judge betwixt your creatures, 
Behold the rivals of the great XllyiTes ! 

Men^ Doubt not but all thieir cxiraes. and all thy wroog^ 
1 '*' Art 



Arc judgM by Ntnvefis nni ^qual Jove. 
Suier the fom to hugk and ioU fecufe ; 
This 18 tbetr day j l^it tiiere i« one b^htnji 
For vengeance and f^ly^fbe* 

.rf£ii4^ TiUrlwt'day^ 
That day of recompence and nghteous }«CKce, 
Learn thou, i^^, thc'cruel art fe of coortfi ; 
Lears to <Utifoiible wfOBgii, to fmile at iajaries, 
^Qd fu&r cpimoi tliou irattt^ tk^ power topunifh i 
^ eafy, affiMe, ^flnWar, 'friendty, 
Search, and know ail manktnd'^ myfteriotn wayv ; 
But trull the focret of thy foul to iione* 
Believe me, feventy yeart^ and all the foirrows 
Thatfevehty yean bring with tbenii,thm havt taugbt mt, 
Thus only^ to be fale in (iich a world im this n. 
JSff^ Anttnoa». 

Jnt. Hail to theei Prince i thou Con ^'gctm Vlyflb, 
Ofl^prittg of gods, moH wof^of tby race t 
May ev Vy day like tUs be^itppy to tliee, 
Fruition and fuccefarattend tiiy wiftHW, 
And everlsttliog ;^oi*y crowft thy voutli» 

TeL Theu gt«o» me fike a mend. Come near, fth« 
May I believe that wrttn of itiy happinefs, [tinout i 
That joy 'Winclli dancer m Ay t*eaffal -eyw? 
Or doft thou^ ^^lieu%Aew^A myfowd, itmb heart, 
Dofl thou betray me to deceitful iiepes, - 
And footh me, lUce an'infant, with ataSe 
Of {aa\t felicity, fome dearde)ig}it. 
Which thoii'dicM ncrer purpofe to "bcfbw I 

Ant. ^y CytKeitta'a akar, and her dores, 
By all the gentle fifes tliat bum beforeher, ^ 
I have the kindeftlbunds to bkfs 3rourieaT with. 
Nay, and the trueft too, TW <wirar, 1 lirmk, 
That ever love aod innocence infpit^d. 

TiU Ha! frofti Gemanthe f 

Ant, From the fair Semanthe, 
The gentle, tiie forgiving^-----— 

?4fZ Soft, my Antmous, 
Keep«liedear*ferretfafe; wifdjom and age 
Realon perverfely when they judge of love. 
A bus'nefs of a momem caBs me hence, £7^ Mentoc . 
Tbat ended, IH attend the ijooca; tittthen, • ' * 

., Mentofi 
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Mentor, the noble firanger U thy care— 

Fly with me to fome fafe, fomc facrcd privacy, {To Ant. 

There charm my feafeft with Semantbe^^ accents. 

There pour thy balm into my love-fick foul, y 

And heal my cares for ever. ^ lE;Keuni TeL anJ Ant. 

jEth. This fmooth fpeaker, r 

This fupple courtier, is in favour with you, 
Mark*d you the Princei how at this man's approach 
The iiercenefs, rage, and pride of youth deciin'd, 
His changing^ vifage wore a form mpre gentle, ^ 

And cv'ry feature took afofter turn ; 
As if his foul, bent on fome new employment, 
Of ditiferent purpofe from the thought before, 
Had fummoa'd other counfels, other pailions, 
And drefs'd herein a gay» fantaffic garb> ^ 
Fit for th* adventure .which flie meaoc to prove f 
By Jove, I lik'd it not r^ 

Men* The Prince, whofe temper ; # 

Is open as the day, and unfufpediiigy 
EfteehVs him as devoted to his fervice, 
^ Wife, brave, and juft ; and lince his late return 
From Neftor's court at Py le, he (kill has held him 
In more efpecial nearnefs to his heart. 

JStb* *ri8 rafli, and favours of unwary youth* 
Tell him, he truils too far. If I miftook not^ 
You faid he was a wooer. 

Men, True, he was; 
Noble by birth, and mighty in hia wealth, ^ 
Proud o^ the patriot's name and people's praifei 
By gifts, by friendly offices, and eloquence, 
He won the herd ox Ithacans to think him 
Ev*n worthy to fupply his mailer's. place. 

jEfi), Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Ithaca! 
But, Mentor, fay /the Q^een, could &t forget 
The difference *iwixt tJlylfes and his ilavo ?. 
Did not her foul refent the violation, 
And, fpte of all the wroi{g$. (lie labourM under, 
Dalh his ambition and prefumptuqu^s love ? 

Men, Still great and royal in'the worflof fortunes. 
With native power and majefty arr^y'd, 
Sheaw'd this rafli Ix ion with her frown, , .: , , . . 
Taught him to bend his abjed h^i to ^^^^ ,^ 
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And own his humbler lbt» He fieod rebuked. 
And full of guiky. forrow for the pai^, 
Vow*d to repeat the daring crime no more, 
But with humility and loyal ferviee 
To purge his fame, and waih the ilains away. 

JEltb, Deceit and artifice ! the 'turn V too fudden ; 
Habitual eT;Us feldom change fo foon, 
But many days rauft pafs, and many forrowsy 
Confcious remorfe and aaguiih muft be felt. 
To curb defire, to bresjfc the ftubborn will. 
And work a fjpcond nature in the' foul, 
Ere Virtue can reAime the place flie loft ; 
fTis elfediffimulation. But no more ; 
The ruffling train of fuitors are at hand, 
Thofe mighty candidates for love and empire t 
*Tis well thej;odsare mild, when th^fe dare hope 
To merit their beft gifts. b^ riot and injuftke. 

JE«/^Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Epbialtes, tf«J 
, Attendants. 

Pol. Our fquls are out of tunc, we 1angui(h all. 
Nor does the fweet returntng'of the dawn . ,, i 

Cheer with its ufual mirth our droufy fpirits, 
That droop'dt beneath the Hizy leaden night. \ 

Jigen. Can we, who fwear welove, fmile or be gay. 
When our fair queen, the goddefa of our vows, 
She that adorns our mirth, and gilds our day. 
Withholds the beams that only can rerive us } 

Tbo. Night moft invdve the world till flie appear, ^ 
The fiowersiR painted n»eadows hang thetP heads, 
The birds awake not to tlieir morning fongs. 
Nor early hinds renew their conihnt labour; 
£y'n nature feems to flumbtr till her call, 
Regardlefs of th*«pprQS(ch of any other day. 

Epb. Why 19. flie then withheld, this public good ? 
Why does flie give thofe hours that fliquki rejoice us. 
To tears, perVerfenefs, and to fullen privacy; 
While vainly here we wafte our Jufty youth, , 

In expectation of the uncertain blcfling ? 

PoL For twi<jc two years this coy, this cruel beauty 
Has mock'd bur liopes, and crofs'd them with delays ; 
At length the female artifice is. plain, 
. • The 
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The riddle of ,fcer myife Mftlvis kitewwi, . • 
Which ere her fecond: ch(Ace fh« f^wttoWtiO$c'^i 
Whil^ flill the fdctvc iwalke a# the ntgkt 
Undid the labours of the fbriher day. 

ufgen. Hard akf« th^ Uu^of lows^do^wc rote^ 
And ef'iy joy i*<reWy beugltftiMith 'pain i 
Crown we the goblet th«n, amdcdll on Bacclioi»» 
Bacchus, the jolly god of laughing pleufcfref. 
Bid ev'ry voicq of harm>oi«y swake^ 
Apollo's lyre, and Hemies* runefiil iWM ^ 
Let wine and mufic join to fweftl th^ t^lumpli^ 
To footh uneafy thought ^ ^nA lurt define. 
_ jEth. Is this the rev'r^noe due toft<ct^<)>bea4ityy 
Or thefe the rights the Cypmn godd^f^s ckiitis:? 
Thcfe rude licentious orgies are R>rSftfyr9, 
And fuch^ the druii4ceii homagef w4i*<th they pay 
To old Sitentft-nodding^m hid af«. 
But. be it as it ma^f, ij: fpe^s you w«lK 

JEph. What fays the liave? 

TJbo. Oh, 'tis the fnarlcr, iEthoii ! 
A privileged talker. Givehim leave td rtil| 
Or fend for Irus forth*, hfe fdUfvtdmll; ' - 
And let them play a match of mirthbefbit ui. 
And laughter be the priie ta arowh the ^i&bu 

JEfh And do^ thou anfwer t4>neproof mthilai^littr ^ 
But do fo fliji^ acrd be what thoa vfkn born ; 
Stick to thy native fiBafe, andHfcom iifflfu£tfDti» 
Oh, Folly ! what an empre haft^thdu hT^w! 
What ^mples fhall be rai^'d to thee ! w^bair cmw^fo. 
Of flav'rio^hootiiig, feiifi^tf&v'diatnefolidoota: 
Shall worflup at thy tgnomitttouA aliaii!) 
.While princei arc thy pridhl ! 

FoU Why ihouldil thou think, 
O'erweening, infrdent, invmanner'dflavv, 
Thaptwifdom does forfake tiie frealth^ tiM honours. 
And full profperlty of princei' cdurtB^ 
To dwell with ragi and wretohewbefa like tMite^ 
Why doft thou call him fool f 

Mth. Speech is'xno^l fnse ; 
It is Jove's gift to all mankiiid»fi commctn. 
Why: doft thou callme poor, and think we t^ltt^be*^ 

P$U Becaufe thoueavi ii». 

JE*b. 
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-rfE/iJ. Atffwcrtothyfelf, 
Aod let it ferve for clicc, an^ for tby friend, 

Agen. He talks like oracles^ obfcure and fhort* 
~ j£th^ i would, be underf(ood ; but apprehenfion 
Is not thy taknt«^«—MidQiglit forfeits, wine. 
And painful undigefted rooming fumes, 
liavc marred thy underilanding* 

Rph. Hence^ tliou mifcreant ! 
My Lonk^ this rai ler is not to be borne* 

J&th. Amd whenefo^e art thou borne, thou public grie* 
Thou tyrant, bom to be a nation's punifliment ; [vancc, 
To fcourge thy guilty fttbje6lft for their crimesi 
And prove HeaTtn's fiiarpsft vengeance r 
. Eph. Sfmra bim faeofce. 
And tear the rude unbaUoiv'd raitef 't tongue 
Fonh from hia throat. 
. ^JRtL If forotal violen4^$^ 
And ludof foul rttennief (hould urge thee on, 
Spite«of rh^ (i^ts&a and hofpitabie Joi^e, 
T'/Oppieie a (h:anger, fingle, «nd unarmed, 
Y^t, mark menvttU, I wa»not bc^ra thy vaiSai % 
And wen thou ten ttme» gkeater than thou art| 
And ten tinies^ more a kingf thuf would I meet thee, 
Thus Milked aa I am, I imikloi^^ ^hee^ 
Andfight a woman's battle with my baodi^ 
Ere thou Aiouldft ^ me wrong, and go unpunifhM. 

~^^.Ha! doftthoubfatemefdog^ \C9ming9ft9EAi, 

Th9» Avaunt!' 

Ptf/. Begone i . 

jEiv/^ Eoryinachus. 

ifetfi-. What daughter of old Chaos and the Nighr, 
What fury loiters yet .behind the ihades. 
To vex the peaceful morn with rage and uproar ? 
Each frowning vifa|;e dovibly dy'd with wrath. 
Your inftes in tumultuous chunours rais'd, 
Ventivg reproach, and ftirringftrong contention. 
Say, have you been at variance ?— Speak, ye Princes, 
Whence grew th' occalign ? 

^th. 'King of Samos, hear me. 
To thee, as- to a king, worthy the name. 
The majelly and right divine of pow'r. 
Boldly I dait appeal. This King of Seriphof, 

{Pointing to Eph. 

B a his 
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This ifland lord, this monarch qf a rocky* ' . ' 

He, and his fellow-princes theje, yon baiid . . 

Of eudng, drinking lovers, have in fcorn. 
Of the -gods' laws, and ilrangers' facred privii^e, . 
OfferM me foul ofleoce, and mod unmanly injuries. . r 

Eur, Away ! \i is too much— ^ You wrong yout 
honours, \To the 'wooers^. 

And ftain the lufire of your royal names. 
To brawl and wrangle with a thin^ beneath yoii« 
Are wc not chief on earth, iind plac'd aloft ?. 
Aad when we poorly iloop to meaa re veoge^ ^ 
We.fiand deb^'d, and level with theilave 
W ho fondly dares us with his vain defiance. 

Eph, Henceforward let the ribald railer leam 
To curb the lawlefs liceaoe of his ipetch ; 
Let him be dumb ; we wo' not brook his prating. 

£«r. Go to I you are too bitter* Butnomorc. [7i»£Ui« 
Let evVy jarring found of difcprd cenie, • 
Tune all your thoug{^ts and words to beauty's praKe^ 
To beauty, that, with fweetand pleafant irdiuencey 
Breaks like the d^y-ftar from the chearful eaft ; 
For fee, where, circled wich^crowdof fair-roo^y^. . . 
Freih as tl^e fpring, and fragrant as its flowera, 
Your queen appears, y^^Mr godde&yiyooc Pf^elope* 

ETder t^ S^m^ i\jifh LaJ'us^ and ether Attemlantfi 

■* • «. 

plana thus on Cynthus* fhadj top, . . 
Or by Eilrota's ftream, leads to the chafe 
Her virgin train, a thoufand lovely nymphs, . -^ 

Of form celeftial all, troop. by hex fidej > 

Amidil atfaouiand nymphs the ^oddefs Sands coufbfs'd^ 
In beauty, majefty, and port divine, . 
Supreme and eminent. ^, 

j^. If thefe fweet founds, ^ . , « 

This humble fawning phrafe, this faithlefs fiatftery^ 
If thefe known arts could heal my wounded £sul, - 
Could recompenfe the forrows of my days, 
Or footh the fighings of my lonely nrghts. 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your wiihel, . 
And win my heart with your fond tales of love. 
But fitice whaic'er I've fuficr'd for my lend, 
Fn^mTroy, the winds and feas, the gods, and you, 
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Ts deeply writ within my fad remembrance, "• 

KiK>nr, Princes, all your elocj^uence 18 vain. 

Agen. If tfcofe bright cjrcs, th^ wafte their lights mth 
Would kind|y (hine upon Agenof 8 hojJes, [weeping. 
Behold he offers to his Ckarmin|; Queen 
Bis crown, his life; fab eter-faiehful t&^^^ 
What joys foeVr or lov* or empir« yield. 
To Wefe her future dayf , and make 'em happy all. 

J^ff, Accej^t my crown, and^ reign with me in Defof* 

77/0^ Min<, and the homage of my people wait yott. 

Epb. I cannot court you with a iiMcen tate, 
With esify ambling fpeeches, frarA'd on pufpofe. 
Made to be fpoke in tune— But be my queen. 
And leave my plain-fpoke love to prove its merit* n 

^M And an:i I yet to lear»your love, your faith ? 
Are not my wrongs gone up to hear'n againft you ? 
Do they hot ftand before the throne of Jove, 
And call incefllht bn his t^f dy Te^geatu:* f 
What fuD has (hone th«t htis not feen yocrr Infofeoce, 
Your waAeful iriot, and your impious mirth, ; 
Your fcom of <rfd Lacrtci* ftcMe age, 
Of rojr.ibn's youth, and of my woman's Weaknefe f 
Ev'n m my palace here, my latcft refuge, 
( For you itfe lords of all betide in Ithaca) 
With.ruffian»vio*eflce and mutti*rou8 rage, 
You menace the defenceMii and the ((ranger. 
And from th' ufthof)>its(ble dwtUt'ng drive 
Safety and friendly peace. 

j£t/h. For me it matters not $ 
Wrong is th6 portion ftill of feeble age. 
My toilfoaie length of days full oft has taught me 
What 'tis to flruggle with the proud and powcrf\if r 
But 'tis for,thy unhappy fate, fair Queen, 
•Tis to behold thy beauty and thy virtue, 
Tranfcendant both^ worthy the gods who gave them,. 
And worthy of their irare, to fee them left, 
AbandonVl and forfaken , to rude outrage, 
And made a priz^ for drunkards ; 'tis for thit 
Jdy foul takes fire within, and va»ily urges 
My cold enervate hand to allert thy caufe. 

:^. Alas ! they fepm the weakn^fs of thy Hge* 
At«f my fcx— — But mark me well, ye Prinzes ! 
. B 2 Whoe'er 



Whoe'er amqiigfi ytm dares to Ufc hUhftod . 

A^^inft the hofuy head of tkU old nun. 

This igoirxt old nia», this frieikd of my UM^, | 

Hun wiU I hol4 my worft, my deadlieft U»e^ I 

Him (hall my curies and re7engepurfue« \ 

And mark him^fin>m the reft witSm0ftdi^gut(h'dh0iredU j 

Efb, That you afe weak, de^mceleis, and opprefs'd, \ 

Impute n0% $» the fpi^ they have befriended you. 
With Hivi(h bands they ([Ht»d their gi fts be£m you ; 
W^tprids,' revenge^ wbac wanton, love of change^ 
Or wdman's w\Ai can adE^ behold, we o|^ you* 
Curfe th^ perverfenefs of your {(ubbpm wiUthen, 
1 hat has driayM.y^arr cb^<x, aad in that cboiiee; jouf 
bi^^pinefs. 

^. And muA I hear this fiill, and ^\\\ end««e it ? 
Oh, rage. ! dilUonour \ wretched^ helpkfs C^ieen \ 
Hetum, return, my hero, my Ulffles ; 
Bring him agaia, you cruel Mas and wiacli } 
Troy and adult'cous Paris are n^ more'; 
Reilore him tbeot you righsisous sods of Gte^ciii, 
T' avenge himfelfaodiMiiptQ IMC tjrfaw^, 
And dsitfae^ ju4icebcre af iMa^ 

£«r. Amongitthem^bty n^fSfiDSof tbe GreekSi 
Great names, and £un*d for hij^ieft deeds in war. 
His honoured 0)ade fefts- fmm ^toila of Ufe, 
In everkdline indolenec and eafei, ^ 
Carele6 of all youi; pray *rs and v»i com^ma^, [ n^ft. 
Which the winds bear away, and feasor in ^ir wanlo^- 
Tum f hofe bright eyes th«n ^rom deffftsir aad dmith. 
And fix your better hopes among th& liviev ; 
Fix themoe oi^ who dares, who can defena you^ 
^ne wcHtby of your choice. 

jl^. If my frjse (mI 
Mim doop to this wnequal hafdrondkimst 
If I pMtfi n^ifae this iecond hated eboice. 
Yet by connubial JUBOv h«fe I fwear, 
None (hall f ucceed aiy loid, but that b^e maft 
That dares ayen^ ane well upon the reft* 
Then let wboevirr dares to k^e be boU, 
Be, like my former h«r», made for ivar, 
AUe tc^bcnd ibe bow^ and toA ihr fpcar I 
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For ev'ry i«'r<Hig his injur'd Qgeien'has fcMmd^ 
Let him reveogeftnd pa^ it with 8 wound ; 
Fierce from the (l&itglhter let the v'l&ot come. 
And tti me that ttylew have met their doom | 
* Then flight hie foith upon hi» hioody fwordi 
And be, what my Ulyffss Was, my beft, mydeareft l^rdv 
: /-^ ^ . {Bxii/Mi all ha Mikon^ 

• ^/i&« Ohy ms^chleft fin^of faith and l^ve onchaag'd F 
' Left in the pride^ the' wilbing warmth of youth, 

Fpr ten loQg year»^ and ten long y«arft to that. 
And yet io true ! Btkt with %ojig allufementa^ . 
\y ith ydtftK, <pM>ud ponipi and fbft hewitchifig pleaTarci 
'tis wonderful ! and wives in later times 
Shall think it all the fergeiy of wit, 
A fable curiokiily contrtv'd t' upbraid • ^ 
Their fickle eafy faiih and mock them for their lightnefsit. 
Bat £Be,the8aaiiaii Kiogreturns* t . > 

Mfti$r Euryfl^achus. 

Ettr. I foiigllt you 
Amidft the cipwd o( princes who att^iid 
.The Queen to Juno's temple. "^ 

,,Et/j. Wk^a I woffliip, ^ 

And bow myf^lf before the awful godfy 
J mingle not with thofe wio foorn their laws;: ' • 
With raging, brutal, loofe, voluptuous criHxrds, 
Who take the go^i for gltittons like themfelv^s* 

£«r. Thi8<fuii»gart>, this moody difcontent,, , 
Sirs on thee weU, and' i applaud thy anger, 
Thy juft difdain of. this licentious rout :: ' 
Yet all are not like thefe ; nor ought thy quarrel • 
Be canryM on (o all mankind in- common. 

JEtA» Perhaps the untaught pbimMfs of my wonb 
May make^yob thittk my manners rude and farage 5, 
Bucknow, my country is the kmd of liberty ^ 
Ftwacla's happy iflet, that gain me binh^ 
Fpsbids not any.- to fpesdc pUin andtruly 1 
Sincere and open.arewe^ roughly hoiieft. 
Upright in deed, tho||'fimplcin> our fpeechv 
As meaninginot to flatter or offend*; 
The ufe of wcH:ds we^have^ but not the art ;: 
And ev'n as nature di£lafes, fo we fpeak* 

fiur^ NoWf hj gtea^ Juno, guardiaaof our Snaos,. n 

• ' . £ 3, lot 



ij ULYSSES. 

That mtoly virtuie I WQuld qaake a fri^wiiolk 
Nor thou, b];tMNt i&d9«fi> iWll^^iiMil^Mr 4Jnit}ri. 
Our proifef 'd k>^<i| for iuapMf* ihi^iUDfSf) Uke godfp 
With all tbii^gfi9<Ud<i^ll itk^i^r onm^r^atlf^n* 
Add where tlieur4s^foiif&i«€H.ttifiKi»^Pii^fiu. , 

.^fiiol l^t Sirt yoa ^re a king, a great one too i 
My hmnbtcf Uirih ha# <^ mf £ur^e^a«h ]fw^ 
And road^^pie ipr d^e |ir<ifi»r-d gr9ce:Wfit,s 
Friendfliip (U^hin meq^al feU^ibip» . 
Wliere mrky^«KBkfWi4aM»^^ . ^ 

Engage both fid^alike, and keep the balaiKe eveo* 
'TU irkfome to a^geiiVeiia» giiatiful foiily 
To be oppre&'d beneath %■ load of fitvottrsy 
Still to receive, and run in debt to frien<Uhipt 
Without the po«l'V of paying iomethingback^ . . 
^ Eur. 1 know thee grateful ; jufi tini Am!4X)U9i|iiodi . 
Arealwajji lb i nor ^ thy ppw'rfofeaiiry. 
But that it may vie with a king's muniSeciiCe, } 
* May Riidte me large mwends for all my bounty, 
May biefa me with a benefit I w«it, . 
And give me that which my faukta^A defirei t 
The Queen- ■ h ^- 

JE//6. Howi ^r, the Queen ! . 

£»r. The beameotts Qjje»^ 
That ftimmer-fun i» fuU. meridian t^^* 
Brighter.tji«»4he &mt pe»mife of the i|iiiig»' 
With bleffings lipenVI to. the ^h'ret*« haiw^ 
Mature for joy, and in pcr£:&ioin knrely; 
Ev'nflje! . 

The pride of Greece, the wiOi of youthful pfincei « 
Severe, and coU, and rigidfls ihet^t 
Ijooks gently on thee, JSAfUij Ae hrholdi thee 
With kidd (^gard, and Mm9 to thy eounielf . (gojoiu 

J^/A.Be£U,thotti»eating heart ! I4f*.} WeU,Sir/ 

Eur. No moiei there Atedi 00 more ; thy piercing wk| 
I read it jo thy eyes, hath feuad my purpofe. 
Be favourable then^ be friendly. 10 me ; 
I<7ay, 111 conjure thee^by my hopet, by thtaei 
Whether they foUow wcaldi^ or power^ or. fame. 
Or whut defires foe^a: warm thyold bseafty 
Counfel ac» nli]ie>. eeidkme) be my £r^ad. 



JEti, Soppoft 9ie foDii, wto fliocdd ntf :iiieii4iip 
profit you^. /' 

Etr* 0h> by tet {facmfimdwap ! Has not that ttgic. 
That turii'd xhYtt^tmi !oclMfa$^r«4ike,. 
Hasitaotgtv^BfketifldUbwiNBtiiuiEffid^ / * 
Sigacioutwifiiom to explore their fubtleties^ ; ^ ' ^ 
Their coy ftvet^oos^-andthmitcsger appetites, ' * » 
Their falie denklsfa'oti ii)eir fecret yi6kliag& f 
Yet ntai»«'th)r friefidMiip with' faer former lori' - 
Gives thee a right ta fytsiky ami btf he^^r^. 

JE/l^. Then yon woukl im^efne wpoe her &f youi. wits 
Thisq.tteeo, tkis wife otf bim^bat wMmy friend ? rher, Z 
' .£«r«ThQufp0ali'(linew^ll; of i»mtbat^«»»nlyfrleluit> 
Htft4eath has birbke thofe bonds of lo^e aod-frkfidftip) 
And left me free and worth 3rttor4ic€ecd ' 
Soth lal^erheaErattdthhie^: ' ^ . 

J^» Ex0«fe4Re, Sir, 
Nor think I iheant to quei^ioa youtM^ Wortli;- 
I am.bn^ iUarprai&ng^or my tongtw 
Had fpokethe great things chat aiy' heart thtntoof yout* 
Suppofe me wholly your»-=— -•Yet do you hold 
This fov^'eign beaury made of fuch iig^ iiu^ : ^ 
So like the common chai^elings of her ies, 
That he that flatter^, figVd^ and fpoke h«rfidr» . 
Could will h«r fkunher jftubboni re£ti|iitia», v 
Andchafle cdervedBcfs, with hi» fweet pierfMbff^ -^ : 

£«r, No^&nfire (be fomi^jcltUke tfatm, fiie<wereii Qoiiqi»flf 
Beneath a monaFsb'slove^ or'^fithoa^s writ, .- 
i^t but I think (tie has her wanner wiihrs, 
^were monflrous elfe, and natare haddoiyM- ^ 
Her choiceft bleffifig to hef hinSt ewasuve, . 
Her loft defifcsy that ileal abroad iieten. 
Like filverCjri^lMttdtag AotA/ her ««b, .^ - 

At dead of night, m yofauxg Saidfmwn'k ama. ^ 

v/£is^. Howl thkLymfoi^Mfiytib/MtwckiA^ 
Tfie bei>iof all the fex is but a woman ^ 
And why fhould Nature break her rule for one. 
To make one true, wi^tes j41 4^^ r^^^f^l^} 
To find thofe wifhea then, thofe fond defirea, 
' To trace the fulf<une hauma of wanton appetite^ 
Shemuft betry^d^. 
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£ir« That to Ay care, my Mihaa^ 
Thy wit, and watchful £ncnd(hipi I cotnmoid. 

JBd. Yes, Sir, be certain bn't,' flie Ihall be try'd ; 
ThroVall the winding maxe» of her thoughts, 
Thro* allhef ]oy4, her forrows, and her ftarst 
Thro* all hcr^nsth a^d faifiiood, i'U pur&e her f 
^he (hall be fubtler than deceit itfelfv 
* And profpcrouily wicked, if ihe'icaf>efne. : * 

E$tr. Thiou art my gentus, add my happier Hoiur> 
Depend upon thy pxovidience and rdle. 
Tk» day, at her returafromjuna's altar, • 
I have obtainMaahonf of pnvate conference. • 
. .£//!^.-Wkat! privacy faid yoMi Ti¥a»ajiiaEk/>f £i«- 
- DiOikiguifl^tingly kiad^ [rotfr^- 

Em: Somewhat I urg'd 
That much concerned her honour and herfafety ; 
• Nay, cv*n the life of her belov'd Telemachuf , . « 
Whichtoher ear.akmelwouMdifblofe. ' ^ , 

Shou (halt be prefcnt-~-How I mean to furore hcf^ 
^hich way to ftiake the temner of h^r fou!, 
And where thy aid may fiand me moil in fbad^ 
I willlnflr^&thee as we pafs alon^« 

JEiJ!7. I wait you. Sir. . ^. - . 

Eur* N^^jibt of the ^cceTs. . . . . 

This iftubborn beauty &aU be taught comptkmce. 
Fair dart^htei;of the ocean^ fmiling Venus, 
"IPhou joy qf god^ and men, .afiiil my purpose ! 
Tby Cyprus and Cy thera kavc a wiiile,^ ^ y 

Thy Paphian groves andfweet Idatiaa hitl, . V 

To fix thy empire. io^tJus, rugged iflQ'; ' . ' . ..; . J 
Bring all thy firca from ev'ry lover there^ 
To warm this coy, tl^ cruel frozen fati< i 
Let her no more from natoiifr't laws^ lree> . - r\ 
But learn obedience to iby gxeat decree, . • ' . % 
Siaefegodsth^miiblYi^fubmktofatt^alidth^e^ '. J 

• • . iEx€UJI^^ 
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' Emcr Aotiiiou$, Cleon, a9^ Arcsl*. 
Antinous. 

J[ ^^i» thus oohappy Ithaca mud groaiv * 
Beneatb ish€ boad^eof a foreign lord f 
A Beedy ypftart raceof kuDf ry ftr^H^era 
Shall fwsu'ni ui>on cbe land^ es^ Us. i^reafe^ . 
Devour the laboura of ihet«iUog^lMii4t 
And gather all the wealth and hp^o^ra of pxn iSk* : 

Ck. The filken minions of the 8aiiMa|» fiouit| 
To lord it o'er the provincf ^all he feot^ 
To rule the itate^ to be the chiefs ia war. 
And lead our hardy Ithacans to battle* 
Freedom and right flnli cealis) ouf CQco^ winej. %i^ I 
The fatnefs of ihe year, (hall ail be theirs ; 
Our mod^ i^atrons, and our vtcgin daughtf ri, 
£v'n all we hold n^ df^, Iball bethe fyio^ ' . 
The prey of oar t mperuHi^ haughty maftcf ^, . 

Afit. Oh, honeft Areas ! ^is t^optoiaadttatgfS. 
The Queen, rcquir*d by public voice to wedi 
To end at ooce the hopes and riotous QODCOjurfe 
Of prin^el)^ |I«K^» GOtttending ior hsr love. « 
0*er-pa£ng all the nobleft of our iHe, \ 

Inclines to 6x her choice oa proud fiurynvaebgw, . 

Cie, Why rides the Samiao fleet within our harbcHif j^ 
Bur to fupport th^ ir fyrant*^ title here ? , ' 

With cauies fcign'd they Finger long, preteodasg ' 

Rude winter feas, with oipens that forbid 
The fr^(,hted mariner tQ kave th^ihor^ i . . : S 
VihiAp Neptune fmooths hU waters 6^ their paAigfh 
Aikl gently jvhifllingwiada tnvke t)iekJki)$« 
As if they wiOi'd to waft them back to Samos; . ' 

jtrc% Ulyiles is no aiore ; the partial ^odl^ . . .\ 
Who farourM Priann and hi& haplefs mce, " X 

HaY«fpo^*d their wr^th oa his devoted heid» . r . 
And now, in fome far di Aam^ realas, exf|Gti*4,, 
To glut the'VukureVand thelioa'a ^!9Hi%^ 
Or ia tht <K>2^y bottom of tj|^ dcr9» :*" : :.. \ 

' . * ^ Full 
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Ftxll many a fathom down, the hero lies, 

And never ftiall return- ^ What then refliainf, 

But that 0U5 country fly to thee for ruccpur^ [7^ Ant* 
To thee, the iiobleft of the.lords of Ithaca ? 
And fince, fofate ordains, our Queen muft wed. 
Be thou her fecond choice, be thou our ruler, 
And fave oor nation from a foreign yoke* 

uint. You are my friends, and over-rare my worth; 
But witnefi for me, for you fiill have known me^ 
Whene'er m v country's fervicc calis me on, 
No enterpvile fq doubtful, or fo dangerous. 
But I will boldly prore it, toprefcrTC thee. 
Oh, Ithaca ! from bondage. - - 

Cit. Wherefore urge you not 
Tour fuit among the reft ? ^ 

Jnt, The cruel Queen 
Rej^aaiy humble vows with angry fcorn f 
And when I once prefumM to fpeak my 'pailton, 
She call*d it'ihfotence— Since then Vve drore 
To hide th* utilttcky folly from all tyes 
But yours, my friends, wto view my naked fonf, 

jirc4 Avow your fkme in public, tell the' world,, 
AntinouS is worthy of a queen : 
So many valiant hands ihall own your eaufc, 
£^0 fliall" the voice in Ithaca be ibr you, 
The Queen (hall own your love has made her great^ 
And giv'n her back an era|Hr<; fhe had loft. 

Aat, ThinK not T dream the hours of IJfc away, 
Su]utiej anci negligent of love and glory ; 
No, Areas, no ; my a£Vive xnind i^ bufy. 
And ilill has labourd with a vaft de6gn ; 
Ere long the beauteous birth will be difclos'd. 
Then (hall your powVscome forth, your fwords and coutt* 
And ihaniMl the love you bear Aminous. [fels,^ 

Till then be ftill— -To favour my defign, 
With low fubmiflions, with obfequious duty. 
And vovf% of Iriendihiplit to flatter boys with, 
1 Ve wound mjt^if into the Princess heart. 

Ck. *TU (aid the love^fick youth doats ev*n toieatk 
Upon the SamianPrincefs, ^irSemanthe. 

^ni. Let it go<mj'*ii§ a convenient dotage, 
AA4Autsmypurpo!eweU^Theyouthbynatuc« - ^ 

u 
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Is z&fVCj fieryy bold, and great offoul ; 

Ltoye 18 the bane of all thefe noble quaiitmi * . 

The fickly fit that palls ambition's appetite ; . ' .: , i 

And therefore have I nurs'd the fond difeafe, • 

Ififpiring lazy wiihes, itghi^ and languifiiin^s^ .[ 

Una(^ve dreaming (loth, and womanifh fortnef^, 

To freeze his veins, and queneh his manly fires, * * 

The froward God of Love, to boa{! his powV, 

Has bred of late^ fome little jars, between them ; 

But 'twas my care to reconcile their follies^ . • 

A^d; If my auguicy deceives me not. 

This day a pried in private makes them one. 

Unknown oc to the Queen or to Eurymachus* 

But fee ! they come Retire. - ' v 

Enter Telemachus49«u/*SeRianther • 

Do, figh, and fmile, ' , ' . ' 

And print thy lips upon the foft white hand ; /' ~ 
Sceptres and crowns are triflei none regard. 
That can be blefsM'with fuch a joy as this is» > : . 

\ Exeunt Anu Glc. and PixCt 

Teh Yes, my Semanthe, ftill 1 will complaiBi - 
Still I will murmpr at thee,, crocl maid. 
Tor all that pain thou gav'ft my heart but now. 
What god, averfc to innocence and love, . ^ 

Could Ibake thy gentle foul with fuch a ftorm ? 
Juft at that happy moment, when the priefi . [tl)ce,' 
Had. join 'd our hands, thou fbrt'dil as death had (Iruck. 
And, (igbing, cry'd. Ah, no I*— it is impoifible ! 

Sem. And yet. Oh, my lovM lord ! yet 1 nm 3rours ; 
This hand has giy*n me to you^ and this heart, , 

This heart, .that achs with tendemefs, confirm'd it, 

Teh And yet thoii arttiot mine ; elfe why this iorrow ? 
Why art thou wet with weeping, as the earth, ' . : , 

When vernal Jove defcendsm gentie fliow'rs, . t ' 

To caufe increafe, and blefs th« iatant yeai, * j 

When ev*iy fpiry grafs, and painted flow'r, 
Js hung with peatly drops of heavenly rain ? • \ \ 

\ Sim. Ye woods and plains, and all ye virgin dryads,-' 
Happy companions'of thbie wovds and pJatns^ -* ^ 

Why was I ibrc'd to leave your chearful fellowfliip, . ^. 
To come aiMl loie s^ peace -of mind 'at Ithaca ? 
Aad, Oh} Semanthe ! wherefore didft tfaon liften 
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To that dear voice? Why dtdft tlimi httdk^y^^ 
Mode to the Ifubtrefdy Cynthia, and her tiain ? 
Ah, fay, fond; maid ! fty, wherefore didft thou lov«? 

TV/. Alas, my gentle love \ how hare i wrong'd thee } 
By what unwUUng crime have I oflEeuded, 
That thu^ wtth ftrcHmiDg eyes thou fhouidil complain. 
Thus dafhmy joys, and Quench thoCe holy fires. 
By yellow Hymen's forch fo lateljr lighted, 
Ttius ftam;thit hleiTed day, our hrkkl day,. ' 

With the detefled omen of ttiy forrawtb 

Sem. OF what (hould I accuie thre? Thou ait noble^ 
Thy heart is .ibft, h fittiful, and lender i 
Aiid thou wilt never wrong die poor Seinanthe* 
And yet ■ ■■ 

r^/, Whatnieatt'ftthott? 

Sem, What have we been doing ? 

S>/. A dee4 of happinefs* 

Sem. Are we not raarry'd ? 

Tel. We are ; and like the careful, thrlfqr hiadt - 
Wh6,'.paovident of winter, fills his (lores 
With all (he vartoitt plenty of the autttmn. 
We've hoarded up a mtgh^mafs of joy, 
7b laft for ail our years that are to come. 
And fweeten ev'cy bitter hour of Kfe. 

Sem. Fain^vonld ) iboth my foul with thefe fweet hopeSy 
I«!orgfBf the angniih of my waking cares, 
And ali:th6& bodiog dreams that haunt my flutnben* 
Laft nigfit, when afcer ma»y a heaivy figh. 
And many a panful thought, the^ gpd of Ueep, 
Znfeniible gad foft, had £]^ upon roe; 
Methought I &und me by a mnnn'riB^ bnwlc, 
. KecUn^dat Cafeitipon the'£orw*ry mai^gin. 
And thou, ^cnMHrA and \»il of all my thoughtt^ 
Thou dear, ^efnal obje& of my wifiifli, 
Clofc by my fidp wert laid umt u m 

Tel. Delightful vifion ! 
And, Oh, OK, pity that it was not 1^ ! 

S^d* Aivhileonroany apleaiing.tbeaaeweta]k^dt 
And mingled fweet difcoof^'; when on the fodden. 
The ci;y of hounds, the jolly buntfman's ho«n> 
With al\ the cbearfial mufic of the dwfe, 
^uiprisMrmy ear^and Ibaight a.tvoop^f oymphf, ^ 
Qfli^ethtdearpiinBcrs of my virgin heart, 

-Flew 



Flew ilgbtly i^ ti», eager of^thc fpoit ; 

Lad came th« ^oddefs, great Latona's daughter, 

Whh more than mortal grace (he (Vood conftft, 

I (aw the goldea quiver at her back, 

And heard the founding of heriilver b<wr; 

AbaihM I rofe, and lowly made obeyfaiice ; 

But (he, notfweet, nop affable, nor fmlling, 

As once (he wont, with Hem regard beheld me; 

And wherefore doUt thou loiter here, (he faid. 

Of me, thy fellows, and our fports unmindful? 

Return, thou fugitive j nor vainly hope 

To drels thy bridal bed, and waile thy youth 

In wanton pleafures, and injglorious love ! 

A virgin at my altar wert thou vow'd, 

'Tis fiztdby fate, and thou art mine for ever. 

With that (lie fnatch'd a chaplei from my hand, 

Which for thy head in fondnefs I had wove. 

And bore me foriftly with her.— In my flight, 

Backwards, niethougfat, I turn'd my eyes to thee, 

But found(thee not, for thou wert vanifli'd from mo, 

And in thy place my fitker lay eat tended 

Upon the earth, a bloody Ufeiefs^ corfe ; 

Struclb to the very heart, I (hrtek'd aloud, 

Afid waking,- found my toar^ upon ray |>iliow. 

Tel. Vex not thy peaceful foul, my (air Semanthe, 
Nor dread the anger of the awful gods, 
Safe in thy native unoifeading innocence. 
Still when the golden fan. withdraws his beams,' 
And drowz|r nigh^ invadet the weary world, 
Forth flies the god of dreams, fiantadic Morpheus, 
Ten thoufand mimic phantoms fleer around him, 
Subtle as air^ and various indieir natures, 
Each has ten thoufand, thoufand different forms. 
In which they dance confused before the deeper. 
While the vain god laughs to behoild what pain 
Imaginary evib give mankind. 

Sem. Not happy omens that approve our wt(he8, ' 
When bright with flames the chearful altar (hlnes. 
And' the good gods are gra^us to our oierings, 
Not oracies themftlves^ that fpeak us happy. 
Could charm my feats; and lull ray Yrowiard furrows. 
Like the dear voice of him \xhom my foul loves. 
£v'q while thou fpok-il my bread begun to glow, 

C I felt 
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I feft fweet hopesy ind joy, aod peace returning^ ~ 
And all the fires of life were kindled up anew, 

Tel, Hence then, thou meager care, ilUbodiog me* 
Anxious dil'quiet, and heart-breaking griefj^ [laacholy^' 
Fly to your native feats, where deep below 
-Old night and horror with the furirs dwell, 
Love and the joyful genial bed difclaim you ; 
To-ntght a thoufand little laughing Cupids 
Shall be our guard, and wakeful watch around us; 
No found, no thought ihall enter to diilurb us. 
But facred filence reign ; unlefs, ibmetimes. 
We figh and murmur with excefsof happinefs. 

Sem, Alas, my Lord ! 

TeL Again that mournful found ! 

Se7fi. What other pain is thtsf What other fear. 
So diflfrcnt quite from what I felt before ? 
Alternate heat and cold fhoot through my veins ; 
Now^a chill dew hangs faintly -on m3r^brow. 
And now with gentle warmth Lglow all o'er ; 
Short are my iighs, and nimbly beats my heart, ' 
I gaze on thee with joy, and yet I tremble ; 
'Tis pain and pleafure blended, both at once, 
'Tis life and death, or fomething more than either. 

Tel. Thus untry'd foldiers, when the trumpet founds, 
£xpe^ the combat with uncertain paffions $ 
I'hus Nature fpeaks in unexperienc'd maids. 
And thus they blufli, and thus like thee they tremble. 
At even, when the queen retires to rei!t, 
I'll meet thee here, and take thee to my «imS| 
Thy beft, thy fureft refuge.— 
But fee ! the ilranger iEtnon comes ; retire ; 
I would not have his watchf\il eye obferve us* 

Enter iBthon. 
I charge thee loiter not, but hafte to blefs me, 
Halle, at th* appointed hour- 
Think with what eager hopes, what rage I bum,- 
For ev*ry tedious minute how I mourn ; 
Think how I call thee cruel for thy ftay. 
And break my heart with grief, for thy unkind delay. 

lExettnt Telemachus aM4i Bern* 

jEih, Ha ! what, fo clofe ! How cautious to avoid me ! 
As who (hould fay^. ofd man. you are too wife, 

What 
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What has my youth to do with your inflruftionsy 

While folly is fo pleafant to my tafie, 

And damn'd deAru£lioo wears a face fo fait? 

This Samian king is happy in his arts; . 

His daughter, Tow'd a virgin, tq. Diana, 

Is brought to play the wanton here at Ithaca : 

No matter for religion ; let the gods 

Look to their rites therofelves : the youth grows food, 

Juil to their wiihj and fwears himfelr their vaiTal. 

His mother follows next— But foft They come ; 

Now to put on the pander— That's my office. 
Enter the .^uten and £uryinachus. 

^een^ Have I not anfwer'd oft, it is in vain. 
In vain to urge me with this hateful fubjcd ? 
As thou art noble, pity me» Eurymachus, 
Add not new weight of forrows to my days, 
That drag too flow, too heavily along j ' 
Gampel me not to curfe my life, my being. 
To curfe each morn, each chearful morn, that dawns 
With healing ccnnfort ou its balmy wings, . . 
To ev'ry wretched creature but myfelf j 
To me It brings more pain, and iterated woes. 

£«r. Oh, god of eloquence^ bright Maia's fon ! 
Teach me v^t more than mortal grace of A>eech, 
What-ibunds can move this fierce .relentleis fair^ 
This cruel Q»een, that pitylefs beholds 
My hean th^t bleeds for her, my humble. knee. 
In abjed low fubmiffion bent to earth, , 
To deprecate her fcorn, and beg in vain, - 
One gracious word, one favourable look. 

f^een. Count back the tedious years, fince firft my her» 
Forfook thefe faithful arms to war with Troy ; 
And yet in all that long, long.tra6tx>f time, 
Wttnefs, ye chafler powers,, if e'er my thoughts 
Have harbour'd any other gueik but him ; 
Remember, king of Samos, what I have been. 
Then think if I can change— -«-^thon, come near* 

[i£thon comes forward. 
Good honeft man ! how rare is truth like thine! 
Thou great example of a loyal friend ! 

J£tb. . Oh, lady, fpare that praife ; if few like me 
Are friends, yet none have ever lov'd like you ; 

C 2 Why 
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Why what a migkty fpace it twenty ytxn ! 
*Ti8 irkfome to remembniBce, to look bade 
Upon your ypvth, .that happier part of life. 
Like fome fair field, of rich aifd fenile foi^ 
That might have bleft the owner with abundaacei 
But left unheeded, like p. barren moor, 
Lies fencelefSy wild, uncukivate, and waiie* 

j^swov. Ala«! 

Eur* Were youth and beauty giv'n in vain i 
Wl^ were the gods fo lariih of their gifts 
To one whoie ftilien pri^ nei^k^b to ufe them. 
As if (he fcomM the care heav*n toclk to make her happy ? 

^th. More than enough of forroar have yon knowft? 
Give eafe at length to -your affli^ed foul, 
Be comforted, and now while time is yours, 
Tade the good things of life, yet e'er they periih, 
Yet e'er the happy feafon pafs away. 

^een. Wh^iov 'reign balm, what hexv'niy kealiAg 
Can cure a heart fo torn with gctef aa ninei [art, 

Can (iay this never»ceaiing fbream of tears, 
And once more mike my fenfes know delight P 

Eur, What|;od can work that miracle but Lore t 
Love, tirho difpenfes joy to heav'n itfelf. 
And cheats his fellow-gods more than their neftar, 
'Till wrapt with vaft, unutterable pleafures. 
Such as immortal natures only know, 
Each Gwm hia pow'r, and blefics the fweet boy. 

^een. Now, £thon, by thy friendfl^ip co my Lord, 
Anfwer, I charge. thee, to thistrruel king; 
Demand if it be noble to prophane 
My virtue thut, with look diflioncd courtfliip. 

JSik Are love and virtue then fuch mortal ms^ 
That they muft never .meet ? 

^een* Never with me, 
Unlefs my Lord return. 

JE/^. Vain expedation ! 

^cem. Ha i Surely 1 mlftodc l--*-Whatiaid'{l thou,. 
i£thon ? 

JEtL That you have waited kmg for that return. 
Waded too much of life, and call away ^ 
Thofe precious hours, that mighit h»ve been employed 
To better ufe than weeping. 
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^tuen. This from thee ! 
Oh, faithlefs t Truth is yanifliM then indeed« 
Oh, i£thoii !-*art thou too become noy enemy ! 

^tb. If, to reward your faith to loft Ulyffes, 
I pray the gods to heap their bleilings on you, '" 

To make you midrefs oi a mighty nation. 
An empire greater, nobler than your own,' 
And crown you with this valiant monarch's love, 
If this be enmity, you may accufe me* 

.^een^ Doft thou foHcit for him ? Doft thou dare 
Invade my peace, my virtue ? 

ji^th. Not for him, 
But for the common happinefs of both. 

^eettm Traitor ! no more — at length thy wicked arts^ 
Thy falfe difTembied friendihip for my Lord, 
Tbr7>iou8 journey hither for his fake, 
Thy care of roe, my fon, and of the ftate, 
Thy praife^ thy coiinfets, and thy fhew of virtue. 
So holy, fo adorn *d with rev'rend age, 
All arereveal'd, andtiiou confeft a villain ; • 
Hire, and the fordid love of gain have caught thee ; 
Gold has prevailed upon thee to betray me. 
And bargaii^f or my honour with this prince. 

[P<>/«//»^ /tf Eurymachus. 

^tb. It grieves me I offend you-^fute I am, 
I meant it as a friend* 

^een. Hence from my fight ! 

Eur. jEthon, no more— Since love and willing friend- 
Employ their pious offices in vain, [A^P 
Learn we, henceforth, from this imperious beauty, 
Learn we, from.her example, to be cruel 5 
And though our fofter paflions reft unfatisfy'd, 
Yet the mwe fierce, the manly, and the rough| 
Shall be indulged and riot to excefs. 
Up then. Revenge, and arm thee, thou fell fury, 
Up then, and {hake thy hundred ii'on whips ; 
To-day I vow to facrlfice to thee, . 
And flake thy horrid thirft with draughts of royal f^ore. 

^ueen. What fays the tyrant ? \_^JiJe.'\ Oh,, Eurynia- » 
What fatal purpofe has thy heart CDnceiv'd ? [chu« ! 

What means that xage th^t lightens in thy eyes, 
ThacJUfhes fierce, and menaces deftru<^ioa ? 

Euu The lambent fire of love prevails no more. 

C 3 And 
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And now another mightier flame fiicceeda j 
^ Vaunt not too foon, nor triumph in thy fcorn ; 
For know,' proed Queen, in fpitc of thy diAiaio, 
There is a way cV'n yet to reach thy heart. 
Thou haft aibn, the darling of thy eyei— 

^een. Oh, fatal thought ! 
Fear, like the haad of death, hath fciz'd my hearty 
Cold, chilling cold myfon! Oh, my Teiemachiis ! 

jEt/j. That ftrokc wa» home— now. Virtue, bold thy . 
• own. .{^^. 

Ettr, Know then, that fon is in my powV, and hokli ; 
His frail uncertain being at jny pleafuic ; 
And when^I frown, dcarti and deftrudtion, greedy^. 
Wiatchfu), intent like tygers on their prey. 
Start fudden forth, and feizc the hclplcfs boy. 
Three hundred chofen warriors from my fiect. 
Who undifcern'd, in parties, and by health, ^ 
Late cain6 a-(hpre, now wait for ray commands ; 
Think on them as the miniilers of fate. 
For when Ibid them execute, 'tis done. 

^lueen, \i^ as my foul prefages from thofc terron 
Which gather on thy ftern, tempefluous brow, 
Thou art feverely bent on death and vengeance,' 
Yet hear me, hear a wretch's only pray*r, 
Oh, fpare the innocent, fpare my Telemachus, 
Let not the ruffian's fword nor murderous vialence - 
Cut oiF the noble promife of his youth, 
Oh, fpare him, and let all thy ra^e fall here ; 
R<invember, 'twas this haughty, ftubbom queen 
Refus'd thy love, and^et her feel thy hate. . . 

Eur. A fecret joy glides through my fuiltn heart. 
To fee fo fair a fuitor kneel before me. 
But what have I to do with thoughts Hke thefe \ 
^thon, go bear this ring to bold Ceraunus, . ' 
The valiant leWer of our Samian band ; 
My lad of orders, which this room I gave hkn. 
Bid him perforni ; hafle thou, and fee it done, 

^een. Stay I conjure thee, iEthon-—— Cruel king ! 
Speak, anfwer me, unfold this dreadful feci^t ; 
Where points this {yxd^d^tn^ dark, myflerious mifchief ? 
Say, at the head of what devoted wsecck 

ThiK 
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This winged thuiwlcr aims*— Say, wl)ite my fran 
Have left me yet a little life to hear thee. 

Eur, Already doft thou dread the gathering ilorm. 
That grumbles in the air, preluding ruin ? 
But mark .the ftroke, keep all thy tetrp for that. 
Too foon it (hall be told thee — iEthon, hence. 

^een, [Holding JE,t\ion.] Not for thy life- --No, not 
till thou liaft heard rpe. [7<> Eurymaclius. 

Too well, alas ! I underhand my fate. 
How hare I been, among the happy mothers, 
CallM the moll happy, now the moft miferable : 
Then barren, comfortlefs fate down and wept, 
w hen they compar'd their marriage-oeds with mine ; 
The fruitful, when they boaftcdof their nuinberg. 
With envy and unwilling praife, confeft 
That I had all rheir bleifings in my one. 
Our virgins, wheh'they met him, figh'd and blufh'd. 
Matrons and wives beheld him as a wonder, ', 

And gazing crouds purfuM and bleil him as he pafsM. 
But thei) his youth 1 his tendernefs ! his piety ! 
Oh, my Telemachus ! my fon ! my fon ! 

Eur, And what are all thefe tears and helplefs wailiogSy, 
What poor amends to injur'd love and me ? 
How hive I mourn'd thy fcorn, unkind and cruel ? 
How have I melted in unmanly weeping ? 
How have I taught the flubborn rocks of Ithaca, 
And all the founding (hore to echo my complainxngs ? 
And haft thou e*er relented ? Now mourn thou^ , 
And murmur not, nor think thy lot too hafd, 
Since ecjual juftice pays thee but thy own. 

^een. Oh, didft.thou know what agonies I feel, 
Hard as^hou art, thdu would H have pity 011 me : 
Death is too poor a name, for that means reft, 
B}it 'tis defpair-^'tis mad — tormenting rage, 
'Tis terrible — 'tis bitter pain~it ij. 
A mother's niourning for her only fon. 

JSth, Now, now her labouring heart is rent with ai- 
Oh, nature, how altering are thy foxrows ! [guilh^! 

How moving, melting in a mother's eyes ! 
So filver Thetis, ou the Phrygian (bore, 
Wept for her fon, fore-knowing of his fate. 
The fea-Dymph»iate around, and joined their tear^i ,, v 

While 



3i ULYSSES. 

While from hit loweft dee|> old father ocean 
Was heard to groan» in pity of their pain. [AfiJei 

Eur, Fair mourner^ rife— Thus far thou haft prevailed. 

{Offering to raife ber» 
If, to atone for all I have endur'd, 
For all thy cold negle£t, thy arts, delays, 
For all my years of anxious expectation, 
This night thou give thy beauties to my arms ; 
This night ! for love, impatient of my wrongs, 
Allows not ev'n a moment's fpace beyond it ; 
The prince, thy lov'd Telemachus, (hall live, 
And danger and diftrefs fhall never know thee more. 

^een. Oh, fhame! Oh, modefty ! connubial truth 
And fpotlefs purity ! Ye heavenly train I 
Have I preferv'd you in my fecret foul, 
To give you up at laft, theh plunge in. guilt. 
Abandoned to difhonour and pollution ! 
Oh, never ! never ! let me firft be rack'd, 
Torn, fcatter'd by the winds, plung'd in the deep, 

. Or bound amidft the flames— —Oh, friendly earth 
Open thy bofom— And thou, Proferpine, 
Infernal Juno, mighty queen of fliades, 
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful empire, 

. And hide me, fave me from this tyrant's fury. 

u£/i&. Oh, racking, racking pain of fecret thought ! 

Eur. Hence ! hence, thou trifler, love ! fond, vainde- 
I caft, I tear thee out— -^thon, begone I [ceiver I 

^eeH* Then drag me too ! — Yet hear me once, once 
For I will fpeak to thee of love !— of rage ! [more. 

Of death ! of roadnefs ! and eternal chaos ! 

Eur. Away, thou loiterer ! [To ^thom 

JStb. Then I muftgo? 

^uee/t. £ur}*machu8 ! - [^Holding out her band to bim^ 

Eur, Speak t 

Queen. Mercy ! 

Eur. Love! 

S^een. Telemachus. 

Eur, My queen ! My |;oddefs ! Art thou kind at laft ! 
Oh, feftly, foftly breathe the charming found. 
And let it gently fteal upon my foul, 
Gently as falls, the balmy dew from heav'n^ 

Of 
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Or let thy kiacl confeDCini^ eyes fpeak for thee. 
And bring me the fweet tidisgiB from thy hearty 
She^yields ! Iromortai god9, fiie yields ! 

^een. Where is he? 
Where is my Ton? Oh, tell me, is hefafe. 
Swear to me fome moft facred folcmn oath. 
Swear ipy Telemachus is free from danger. 

Eur. Hear me, grckt Jove, faiherot gods and men, 
And thou, blue Neptune, ^and thou, Stygian PlutO| 
Hear, ail ye greater and ye leffcr powers. 
That rule in beav'n, in earth, in feas, and hell. 
While to my queen, on this fair hand I fwear. 
That royal youth, that beft-lov'd fon is (afe. 
Nor dies, unleft his mother urge his fate. 
.At night, a prieft, by faithful i£thon's care, 
In private (hall attend at thy apartment. 
There while rich ^ums we burn, and fptcy odouriyi 
The gods of marriage and of loveinvokioigf 
I will renew my vowa, and at thy feet, 
Devote ev'n all my pow'rs to f hv command. 

^een. 'TiU then be kind, and leave me to myfelfi. 
Leave,mc to vent the fulnefi of my breafl. 
Pour out the furrows of my fou) alonci 
And figh myfelf, if poffible, to peace. 
Oh, thou dear vOuth, for whom I feel again 
My throes, -ana twtce>endure a mother's pain ; 
Well had I dy*d to (i»re €hee. Oh, my fon ! 
Well, to preserve thy life, bad igrv'n my OMTD } 
But when the thoughts of former days return, 
When my loft virtue, fame, tfnd peaie I knoain, • 
The joys which flill thou gav'ft me I forget, ' 

4nd own I bought thee at a price too great« [Exit^ 

Emr. At length we have! prevailM : fear, doubt and 
Thofe peevifh femate virtues, fly befiM'e us, {ihame, . 
And the difputed field at lafi is ours* 
' j^//j. Yes, you hanre conquered, have approved yourfclf 
A maftcr in the knowledge of the fex. 
What then remains, but to. prepare for triumph. 
To rifle all the fpoils of captive beauty. 
And reap the fweet reward of your paft labours ? 
What of the prince? 

Eur, He lives, but mufi: be mine* 

• And 
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JKtid my Semanthe*8 love the band to hold him ; 
But to to-oTiorrow's dawn leave we that care : 
The prefcnt day, for deep, for vaft defigns, 
And hardy execution is decreed. 
This night, according to their wonted riot, 
The rival princes mean to hold a feaft. 

u£/i&. I mark'd but now the mighty preparation. 
When to the hall the fweating flaves pad in, 
Bending beneath the maffie goblets' weight, 
Whofe each capacious wonib, fraught with rich juice 
Drawn from the Chian and the Lefbian grape, 
Portended witlefs mirth, vain laughter, boafting, 
Contentious brawling, madnefs, mifckief, and foul mur- 
While to appeafe the glutton's greedy maw [der ; 

Whole herds arc llain, more than fuffice for hecatombt^ 
Ev'n more than zeal, with pious prodigality. 
Bellows upon the gods to feed their prieds with. 

Eur. Then marie 'mc well, or e'er the fowling night 
Hath finifli'd half hercourfc, the fumy vapours 
And mounting fpirits of the deep-drunk bowl. 
Shall feize the brains of thefe caroufin^ lovers ; 
Then flialt thou, iEthon, with my valiant Samians^ 
ArmM and appointed all at thy command^ 
Surround the hall, and on our common Joes 
At once revenge my qufeen, thyfeff, and me. 

JSib. H» ! At a blow ! — 'ris ju{l«^'ds greatly thought ! 
By Jove th'avenger, 'tmll be noble ilaughter ; 
Nor doubt the event, I anfwer for them all, 
Ev'n to a man. 

JEur. Thjne then be all the care, 
While I with fofter pleafures crown my hours, 
And revel in delight. 

JSth. Howl At that hour! {&arting.^ 

Ha ! In enjoyment ! Can that be ? 

Eur, It muft. 
Fierce for the joy, in fecret, andak>n€ 
I'll fteal upon my love. 

JKtb. Stay ! that were well ! 
Alone you muft 

Eur. None but theconfcious prieft— «— 
That too muft be thy care, to chufe one faithful, 
One for the purpofe fiu 
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Mth. Moft worthy offiice t , [^f^o 

One to your wifti, try'd in thefc pious fccrets, 
My friend of ancient date, is now in Ith&ca; 
Him fworn to fecrecy, and well prepat'd, 
I will inflrud to wait you with the Queen. 

Eur, Then be propitious, Love I 

jEth, And thou, Revenge, 
Shoot all thy fires, and wake iny flumbVing rajge. 
Let my paft wrongs, let indignation raife 
My age to emulate my youthful praife ; 
Let the ftern purpofe of my heart fucceed, 
Let riot, lufl, and proud injuftice bleed i 
Grant me but this, ye gods, who favour right, * ** 
I aik no other blifs nor fond delight, I 

Nor envy thee. Oh, king, thy bridal night. \Ex€unt.\ 

End of the Second Act* 



ACT III. 
Enter iEthon, Mentor, and Eumacus. 

jEthon. . 

IF virtue be abandon 'd, lojft and gone, 
No matter for the means that wrought the ruin; 
Whether the pomp of pleafuie danc'd before her. 
Alluring to the fenfe, or dreadful danger 
Came arm'd with all its terrors to the onfet. 
She (hould have held the battle to the lail, 
Undaunted, yieldlefs, firm, and dy'd or conquer'd. 

Men, Think on what hard, on what unequal term9 
Virtue, be tray 'd within by woman's weaknefs, 
Befet without with mighty fears and flatteries. 
Maintains the doubtful conflict — Sure if any 
Have kept the holy marriage-bed inviolate, 
If all our Grecian wives are not like Helen, 
That praife the Queen, my royal midrefs, merits* 

Eum^ And, Oh, impute not one unheeded word, 
Forc'd from her in the bitterefl pangs of forrow, 
When fierce conilidingpaflions drove within, 
Like all the winds at once let loofe upon the main, . 
When wild diflradtion rul'd-— -Ob, urge not that, 

I A blemifh 
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A blemifh on her ^ir, her mMsMtikTwn^. 

Mth. Ohy Mentor^ snd £um0BUS^ faitUfut pah^ ! 
To whom my life, my honour, all I truft, 
Thefe eycb beheld her yieidiu^— -Curfed ol^e^i ! 
Beheld her in .the Samiaa king's embrace ; 
The fight of hell, of baleful Acheron. 
That rolls his livid waves around tine damn'd. 
Roaring and yelling on the farther fhore, 
Was not fov terrible, £6 ickfome to me. 
As when I faw his arms infold Penelope. ^ 
I heard the fajal compact for to-night, 
The joys whiclji he prapos*d, nor (he denyM > ■ > 
But fee fh^ comes— —*-^ 

Men. How much unlike a bride! 
Kniir the ^juen. 
Behold her tearsj fee comfortlefs affli£lioii, 
AnguiQi, and helplefs, defotate misfortune 
Writ in her face. 

JEih. Retire ; I would obferve her, 

[Men. and Hum. retire to the hack part of theflage^ 

.^een. And dofl thou only weep ? Shall that put off 
Til* approaching hour of fliame, or fave thy fon i 
Thou weep'll, and yet -the fetting fun defcends 
Swift to the weftcrn waves ; and guilty night, 
Hafty to fpread her horrors o*er the world, 
Rides 9n the du(ky ai r And now it comes. 

The fatal moment comes, cv'n thatdi^ad time 
When witches meet to gather herbs on graves, 
When difcontented ghoih forfake their tombs. 
And ghaflly roam about, and doleful groan ; 
And hark ! the fcreech -owl (creams, and beats the window^ 
With deadly wings—^And hark !-— More dreadful^yet. 
Like Thracian Tereus to unhappy Philomel, 
The furious bridegroom comes,— the tyrant raviiher ! 
And fee ! the (h^ of my much<4njur'd Lord 
Starts up toblafl me !— Hence !— Begone, you horrors. 
For I will hide me in the armt of deatK, 
And think on you no more*— lliat traitor here 1 

[^ehg iEthoo. 

JEtb, Hiiil, beauteous Q^ieen ! The god of love (lA^xtt 
And thus by great £urymachu8 be fpeaks : [thee. 

Be forrow and mii»for£uBe on thy foei » 

But 
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But let thy days be crownM with fmiling peace^ 
Content and everlaHing joy dwell with thee. 

^een, Com'il thou to greet me with the founds of joy ^ 
Thou meilengei o£ fate ?^So the hoarfe raven 
Croaks o'er the manfion of the dving man, 
And often warns bim with this dinnal note. 
To. think upon his ct>mb« 

JEth, Or I miftook, ^ > 

Or I was bid to treat of gentler matters, 
Kindly to aik at what aufpicioi|s hour^ 
Your royal bridegrop«\ and the pricft fhould wait you. 

^ueeji* Too well my boding heart foretold thy tidings^ 
Now what reply ?— There is no room for choice, 
*Tis one decree of infamy to doubt : 
What muft be muft be — ^Let me then refolve, 
'Tis ooiy thus-*no more— and I am free. [4fi^* 

Say to the Samian king, thy mailer, thus ; 
When Menelaus and the fate of Greece 
SummoD'd my Lord to Troy, he left behind him 
None worthy of his place in love or empire. 

JEth» How» lady !— Whither points her meaning now ? 

. ... t-^^'- 

' ^ecn. Say too, I've held his merit in the balance, • 
But find the price of honour fo much greater, 
That 'twere an ideot's bargain to exchange them ; 
Yet tell him too, I have my fex's weaknefs, 
I have a mother's fondn^fs in my eyes, 
And ail her tender paiiions in my heart. 

jEth. Ay, there 1 'tis there flie's loft ! [AJUkm^ 

^een. Nor can I bear 
To fee what more, far more than life I joy in, 
My only pledge of love, my Lard's dear image, 
my ion by bloody hands mangled and murder'd; 
(Oh, terrible to nature ! ) Therefore one, 
One remedy alone is left to ia^^e me, 
To iliield me from a tight of fo much horror. 
And tell Eurymachus, I find it^-^ — ^^here. • 

[She ^en to ftiA herfelf; iEthon catches bold rf her 
arm^ andfrefvents her» 

j^tb. Forbid it, gods ! Periih the tyrant rather, / 
Let SaiiJS be no more. 

^een. Off! "Off, thou traitor! 

r D Give 
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Give way <o tny Juft rtige ! ■■ - Oh, tardy hihd J 
To what haft thou betiiayM iric ! Let me go, 
©h, let me, let me die, orl Will curfe thee, 
*XiU hell (Kail treirible at my imprecations, 
•Till Heav'n OwH bkft thefe^loil !— undone for ercr ! 
^/^. Oh, tritler tliat I sRn I Mentor, Eumaeus, 

[they came forojori. 
Come to my aid !— Becalm but for a moment. 
And wait to fee what wbhders it will fhew thee. 
Guard her upon your livei, remember that, 
GuaKd her from ev'ry inftrument of death, - 
Sooth and s^age her grief, till mv return ; 
Unfold the rftfighty fecret of her fate. 
And once more reconcile her foul to peace. 

^ [Exit Mthon* 

' "^ien. And are yoirtoolttv fdes ? Hare you confpir'd 
And join'd with ibttit falfc ^th6n to betrav me ? 
Here fit th^edpwh thfen, huiiiUly in the cluft. 
Here (it, a poor, fbrlorn, abindbnM woman ; 
Cafl not thy eyes up to 5'On^ azure firmameoit, * 

1>Jor hope rcJlief froth thence, the gods are ^nttlefs. 
Or bufy in their heav'n, and thou not wonh their care $ 
And, <3h ! Oh ! call thfem not on eafrth, to feck 
For fuccourfrom thcfelihtefs racfepf man ; 
But as i^bu art for&ken amd albiie, 
Hope not fdr help, where there is none to h^ thee. 
But think— -*tis ddfolatibn all'abottt thee: 

. Men, Far be that thonght^ to think you are forfaken-f 
*^ods and good men ftwll mrakeyou ftill their care. 
And, Oh ! far be it from your faithful fenrantsf 
For ail chofe honours mad iarnb)tion toils for. 
For all the wealth that bribes the Wbrld to wickednefs. 
For hopes or fears, for pleaf^res or for pains. 
To leave our royal mifti'efein cGOrefs. 

Eum, At length tittse's fulnefs ^otoea, and that gitdt 
For which to tnany tedious yearis rolPd round ; [period, 
At length the t^^ite, the fmillng minute comes, "*• 
To wipe the testis from thbfe fair eytis for ever ; 
That good we daily pray'd for, but pray'd hopelefs, 
That good, which.ev'n the prefcience of the gods 
(So doubtfully was it fct down in fate,) 
Uncertainly fore(Sw| and darkly prbmisM| 

I That 
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That gpo4f oftd day, the happieft of our; llvca^ 

Freely and fortunately brings to pafs. - 

' Men, And hark ! vindiftivc Jove prepares his thunder^ 

Let the wrong-doer and.the tyrant tremble ; 

The gods are prefent with us- And behold ! 

The folid gloom of night is rent afunder, 
While floods of dazzling, pure aetherial light, 
Break in ypon the fliades— She comes,^ Ihc comes ! 
Pallas, the fautrefs of my mafler's arms. 
And fee whei:e terrible in arras, majefticj 
Celeftial, and ineffably effulgent, 
She iliakcs her dreadful, ^gis from the clouds S 
Bend, bend to eartjb-, and own the prtTent deity. 

■ [// thunders pgaifU 

The SCENS o^abtme^ anddifc^nfers Pallas in tb$ Chudk. 
They kneeh 

Eum, Daughter of mighty Jove, Ttironlan, Pallas, 
Be favourable ! Oh! — ^Oh ! be propitious, 
And fave the finkiflg hoiife of thy Ulyflcs. 

Men. Gpddcfs oi arts and arms, thou blue-ey*dmaid,' 
Be favourable ! Oh !— Oh ! be propitious, 
And glad thy fupptiants with, foiqe chearful omen. 

^een. Virgin, begot and bora of Jove abne^ 
Chaffe, wife, yiftorious, if by thy amftance 
The Greeks were well avcng'd on pcrjur'd Troy,, 
If by thy ai4, my Lord from Thracian Rhefust 
ObtainM his fnowy fleeds, and brought fuccefsfal 
Thy fatal image to the tents of Grecfce i 
Once more be favoiirable— ^be propitious, 

Reftoremy Lord Or, if that be deny*d, 

Gcant me to (hare his fate, and die with honoMr.~ 

[Thunder again^^Thi Scene clofes above — 7 bey rify, 

Men. The goddcfs fmiles— Moft happy be the omen \ 
And to the left aufpicious rolls the thunder. 

. Enter uSkhoo, ^r Ulyfles, wthouf his-di/g^ife^ magmfi^- 
centjy arn^d and hdbittd* 

^een. What other god art thou ?-^Oh, facred form 1 
I dreamt I rave !~Why put'ft thou on this fcmblancc ? 
P a . Whj^* 
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What (hall I call thee?— Say, fpeak, anfwer roc. 

[She advances tmiyo or three Jieps looking amaze^m. 
Son of Laertes J King ! My Lord ! Ulyflcs? 

• U^:^. W hy doft. thou gaze ? — Am I fo dreadful ftill ? 
Is there fo much of iEthon ilill about me ? 

Or haft thou is it poflible forgot me ? 

Does not thy heart acknowledge fomerhing here ? 
Siuren. way, *tis, ^is moft impoffible to reafon. 
But what have I to do with thought or reafon ? 
Thus mad, diftradted, raging with my joy, 
ril rufli upon thee, clafp thee to my bofom, 
And if it be delufion, let me die, • 

Here let me fink to everlaftiog reft, 
Juft herj, and never never think again. 

• Vhff* No, live, thou great example of thv fcx, 
Live for the world, for me, and for tbyfelt ; 
UnnumberM bleffings, honours, years of happinefif 
Crowns from the g<Hls, enrich'd with brightell Aars, 
AlV heav'n and earth united in applaufe^ 

Wait, with officious duty, to reward thee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haft defervM, 
That fulnefs of delight, of which thcfe arms 
And this tranfporting moment gives thee earneft. 
^ueen, I gaze upon thy face, and fee thee here. 
The fullen pow'rs below, who rule the dead. 
Have liften'd to my weeping, and relented, 
Have fcDt thee from Elyfium back to me ; 
Or from the deep, from fea -green Nepiunfe's feats^ 
Thou'rt rifen like the day-ftar ; or from heav'n 
Some god has brought thee on the wings of winds ; - 
Oh, ecflafy !--But all that I can km^', 
Is that I wake and live, and thou art here. 
. ^l^ Troy, I forgive thee now ! Ye toils and perib 
Of my paft life, well are you paid at once. 
For this the falthlefs Syrens fung in vain ; 
For this I 'Icap'd the den of monftrous PolVpheme, 
Fled from Calypfo's bonds and Circe's charms ; 
For this, feven days, and feven long winter nights, 
ShipwreckM I floated on a driving maft j 
Toft by the furge, pierc'd by the bitter blafts 
Of bleak north-winds, and drench*d in the ckill Wave, 
1 ftrovc vfhh all the terroh of the deep. 
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^Mifn. YeSy thou hail borne it all, I Impw thou hai^>. 
Thefe wars, winds, magic, monflen, all for nne. 
"BleSk be the gracious gods that gave thee to mc ! 
Say then ! Oh, how fliall I reward thy labours ? 
But I will fit and lifien to thy ilory, 
While thou recount'ft it o'er ; and when tbou fpeak'ft 
Of difficulties hard and near to death, 
1*11 pity thee, aad anfwer with, my tears ; 
Bqc when thou com'ft to fay how the gods fav'd.thee^ 
And how thy vinue flruggled through the danger. 
For joy, I'll fold thee thus with foft endearments, 
Apd crown thy conqueft with ten thoufaod kiiies« 

L^jl^ It is a heavy and a rueful tale. 
But thou. wilt kindly (lure with mei in all things; 
It fliall be told thee thcn^ whatever 1 fuflfepd, 
Since, in a lucklefs hour, I firfl fet out, 
Ev'n. to that time, whenfcarce twice ten days paft^ 
Al from PhsQacla homeward bou^d. to Ithaca, , 
A ftorm oVtook and wreck'd me on. the co^fl ; 
Alone and naked was I call a-(hore. 
And only to thefe faithful two made known, 
*Till Jove (hould point me out fome opportunity. 
Once more to feize my right in thee and empire* 

Men. 'Tis hard,, inprious, an offence to virtue^ 
To interrupt yqur joys, 3je royal pair ; 
But, Oh,, targlye your faithful fervant's caution. 
Think where you are, what eyes malicious ch^n(;e 
Mgy bring to jsy into the happy fecret, 
Ubtimely to difclofe the fatal birtJi, 
And raihly bring it iipQiatiure to tight* 

ZTIjUl/: Meritoi:, tI)QUtwarn*ilu3Well— .Rcti«,»ylovt, 
.^£M(. Whoit mqA we partaj^e^dy ? 
ufvjfl For^ roonieor, 
Like waves divided, by ^he gGdbg bajck, 
That meet agam, and. miijgk as, betoue.^ 
^een. Be fu/o i* be, »!Q!tlQnge'^ 
Ulyjf: Sweet,, it Q»t DOt. 
I'll meet thee foon, and bring our mutual ^effing^ 
Our fon, t*increafetKeJoy. 
'^€€n, I mud obey you. 
Remember well how 'long thou haft been gbfenr, • . ; 
Md Wiiat a poor amends^ this ihort enjoymem makes me. 
"^ _ D 3 Oh, 
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Oh, I (ball die with flrongdeiire to thee. 
Shall think this one impatient minute more, 
Than all thy long, long twenty years before* t-fi^''* 
Enter at the other door Telemachus, . 

TeL The Queen my mother, paft (he not this way > 

Men. She did, my Lord, ev'n now, 

TeU Saw you not too 
The Samian princefs, fair Seminthe, with her ? 
Say^ went they not together ? 

t/Tjj^ Mightlfpeak, 
I think it is not fit they were together ; 
For wherefore (hould the queen of Ithaca 
Hold commerce. with the daughter of £urymachtt8 ? 
Pardon ine, Sir, I fear you are offended. 
And think this boldnefs does not fit a i^ranger. 

Tel. 'Tis true, thou art a ftranger to my eyes ; ' 
And yet, mcthought, thou fpok'S with i£thon's yoice. 
Save, that th' untoward purpofe of thy words 
Seem'd harfti, ungentle, and not like my friend. 

Vlyjf: Wha'te'er I feem, believe me, princely youth. 
Thou haft not one, one dear feledted mate, 
That ought td ftacd before me in thy heart; 
Though from your tender infancy till now, 
He dwelt withm rhy bofom, thou in his, 
Though every year has knit the band more clofe. 
Though variance never knew you, but complying 
Each ever pclded to the other's wifhes, 
Though you have toil'd and refted, laugh'd and moum'd. 
And ran through every partx)f life together, 
Thougli he was. all thy jby, and thou all his, 
Yet fure he «ever lovM thee more than I do. 
' TeL Whoe'er thou art (for though thou ftill art ^thoUi 
Thou art not he, but fomething more and sreater) 
I feel the force of every word thou fpeak*!^ 
My foul is aw'd with reverential fear, 
A fear not irkfome, fdr*ti« mix'd with love, 
Ev'n fuch a fear as that we worfhip Heav'n with^ 
Oh, pardon if I err, for if thou art not 
^thon, my father^s friend, thou art fome god, 

VlyJTn If barely to have been thy father's friefnd 
CouUi move thee to fuch tender, juft regards, 

- ' ThOK, 
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Thus, let hie thus indulge thy filial virtue, 

[Emhra^inghim. 
Thus prefsthee in my arms, my pious fon, 
And while my fwelling hcart'fyijs o'er with joy, 
Thus tell thee that I am, I am thy father*. 

Tie/. Oh, moft amazing! — t- 

Men, Yes, my royal charge^ 
At length behold thy god-like fire, Ulyfles. 
Bleft be my age, with all its cares and fo^rows^ 
Since it is lengthen^! out to fee'this day, 
To give thee back, thou dear en trufted pledge, 
Thus worthy, as thou art, to thy great father's arms. 

Tel, Oh, 'tis moil certain fo, my heart confefles hino,. 
My blood and fpirits, all the powVs of life. 
Acknowledge here the fpring from whence they came« 
Then let me how me,, caft me at his feet, 
There pay the humble homage of my duty. 
There wet the earth before him with nvy tears. 
The faithfiil witneffes of love and joy : 
And when my tongue for rapture can no niore. 
Silent, with lifted eyes, 1^11 praife the gods. 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my father, 

Ujxff''' Oh, rife, thou offspring of my nuptial joys. 
Son of my youth, and glory of my ftrength, 
Kob not Uiy father's arms of fo much treafure. 
But let us meet, as Jove and Nature meant ui, >- 

Thus, like a pair of very faithful friends ; . *, 

And though I made harih mention of thy love, • ^ 

(Oh/ droop not at the name) by blue-ey'd Pallaa 
I meant it not in angry, chiding mood ; 
But with k tender and a fond concern, 
Reminded thee pf what thou ow'ft to honour. 

Teh When ) forget it; may the worfl afHidions, 
Your fcorn, your hate, and in&my overtake me ; 
Be that th' important bus'neft of my life. 
Let me be taik'd to hunt for it through danger. 
Through all the roar of the tumultuous battle. 
And dreadful din of arms ; there, if I fail. 
May cowards fay I'm not UlyfTes' fon. 
And the great author of our race difclaim me. 

Ulxif. Oh, noblenefs mnate ! Oh, worth divine ! 
jflSthereal fparksl that fpealc the fiero's lineage, 

Hour 
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How arc you pleaiing to me ? rSo the eagle^ 

That bears the thunder of owr fpncnMrc Jove, 

W>ih joy beholds his hardy youthful o&pring 

Forfake the ncft, to try his tender pjoipns, 

In the wide iintra£t air ; til! bolder grown, 

Now, like a whiriwind^ on the fiiepherd's fold * ~ 

He darts precipitate, and ettipeft the prey ; 

Or fixing on Come draffonVfeaJy hide^ 

Eager ot combat, and his foture ftai):^ 

Bears him aloft, rdo^h^nt, and in raia 

Writhing his fpiry tail. 

TeL 1 w<Juldbeaaii^, 
Get mea name didingutfli'd firom the herd 
Of commea men, »name worthv my birth, 

Ufx/r* ^of ^^^ ^^^u ^^^^ th ogcalion ; now it eourts 
Stands i^eady , tndt demands tky coorage now* [thee^ 

Were 1 indeed as other fathers are ; 
Did I but liilen to fof% Naturals voice,, 
I ihould not urge ihee to thisliigb exptoit, ' 
For though it brings thee fame, it brings thee danger^. 

Til. Now by the god of war,, fy much the better : 
Let there be honour for youi^ fon, to win, 
And be the danger ne^er fo nide and deadly, 
No^ivatter, 'twill enhance the prize the more. 
And make it lovely in a brave man*s eye ; 
SoHydraVandChimcra'h formed in gold, 
Sit graceful underneath the nodding phime, 
And terribly adem the foldtcr^s hehi). 

U^ffl Know then, on thi^ ijnportant nigjit depend^ 
The \tfy c«(is of our fate ; to-night 
That deeping vengeance of the god«, fhal!* wake» 
And fpeak confuiiort to our foes m tl^under : 
j uftice entrufts her (Vord to this right hanc^ 
And I wH^'feeit faithfully emplbyTd'. 

Tel, By* virtue and by arm^ 'ti'^ ngbte work ^ 

I burn impatient for it Qh, my fathei;„ . 

Give me ray portion of the glorious labour* 

UJyf, Once more immedkte danger threats thy moihcr,^ 
That to avert, muftbe thy pious care. . 
Whib Mentor, with Eumseaa andourftlf, 
Back*d by a chofen band, (whom bow pre]par*d, * 

How gathered to qujr aid^. tli^^xcfflpg hou^ . 

Aaowi'- 
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Allows ^ofnow tell) invade yon drunkards^ 

Imroeiil in riot, carelefs,' and defying; 

The gods as fables, ilart upon them {udden. 

And fend their guilty fouls to howl below, 

Upon the badks of Styx : while this is doings 

Dar'ft thou defend thy mother ? 

: Tel. Oh ! to death, 

Againft united nations would I fland 

Her foldier, her defence, my fingle breaft 

OpposM againft the rage of their whole war ; 

She is fo good, fo worthy to be fought for. 

The facred caufe would make my fword fuccefsful, 

Andgain my youth a mighty name in arms. 

"tJ^o Then prove the peril, and enjoy the fame. 
Ere the mid-hoarx>f rollings flight apjproach, 
Remember well to plant thee at that door,. 
Thouknow'liit opens to the Queen*8 stpartment. 
To bind thee yet more firm ;. for, Oh, my fon 1 

[Drawmg his^fvjord* 
, .With powerful oppofition ihak thou. urive^ 
3wcar on my fword, by thy own filial piety, 
By all our race, by Pallas and by Jove, ' 

It any of thefe curfed ford^ tyrants, 
Thofe ravels of t^y father's love and honour. 
Shall dare topafs throu^ that forbidden entnince. 
To take his forfeit life for the intrufion. 

Teh I fwcar — '- — And may my lot in future fame - 

\T€AtxuAch}Xt.kneels and kifestbefiii9»rJ* 
Be good, or evil but as I perform it. 

Ulyf. Efiough— -I do believe thee. 

Men, Hark I my Lord 1 

; [A confufcd noife is heard wiihifU 

How loud the tempcfl rbarjs I The bellowing voice 
Of wild,: e^thufiantc, raging mirth, 
With peals of clamour ibakes the vaulted roof* 

. Tel. Such furely is tht found of mighty armi^ 
In battle join'd, of cities fack'd at midnight, ' 

Of many waters, and united thunders ; 
My genVous foul takes fire, and half repine^. 
To tnink (lie mufl not fhare the glorious dah|;er, - / 
' Where numbers wait you^ worthy of your uvords. 
' ^^bff» ^o morei thou haft t&y charge, look well to that ; 

For 
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For tbefc, thcfc riotous fons of noife.ai^d ugroar^ 

I know their* force, aD4 Uoow I am Ulyflcs. 

So Juve look'd dowo upcn the War of a^MH^, 

And rude tumultuous cnaqs, wheo as yet 

Fair nature, form, and order had not beiag, 

But difcord^and confufiba troubled all ; 

Calm and ferene upon his throne hefate^ 

Fix'd there by the eternal law of fate, 

Safe in himfelf,, bec^ufe h.e knew his pow.V ; 

And knowiDi; what he was,, he knew hie ifuts fecure. 

En D of the Th i^ p Act. 
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Enter Telemapbm a^ Atinofii* 

THE kiof^ fttiirnM ^ So long conceaPd in Ithaca ? 
' ^thoatheking ^ What wionls can^ipeak my won- 

Tel. Ve8„ my Aatiooua, 'tia moft aiiKUbkig, [der ? 
/Tis all the mighty working of the gods ', 
Unfearchable and.daxk< to kumoa eyee : 
But, Oh, let me conjure thee by our friendihip, 
Sbce to thy ftithfulbreaft alone l^m truded 
The fatal fecret, to preferve it itihs 
As thooweuldfl: do the Hfe of thy TelemackiM* • 
. Jkft*^ WroAg noti the truth of your devoted flave, 
To think he would betray you- for who!« worlds, - 

Hare you not faidk^ that jrour owo dear lifo^ 
And all your royal race, depeada iiooii it ?• 
Shi fiem ny lips, witbio my breaft I'll keep it ; 
Nor bseaahe is io£tly to myfelf alofliev 
Left fome officious murmuring witid flioald tcU it^ 
And babbliiif echoes catch die fteble found. 

TeL No, thou art true, fuch have I ever found t&ea ; 
But hade^ my friend^ and fummon to thy* aid 
What force the (hortnefs of the time allows thee ; 
Then with. thy fwifteil dila|^n«e rertti<n| 
Since as lun^d to thee berarc^ it m^y 
Import the &(uy of my royal parents* 

Seme 



.^_J 
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SdWeWackdefignisbjrtfirfcftfangef-pfJnrts ' 
OMitr5ft*d againft the honour of the Qttcen. 

Anu Ere niglit a buffrtrmoirrrdn afrotmd, 
Of armed panics fecfctl)r di^s'd 
Between the ^akce^gardttrs and the fea ; 
Bold^Cieon ftmght, and Areas i difpatch'd 
To fearch the truth, fhat'khfcrwn, with hafte tOi:alfc 
And arm our citizens for your dtefencc : 
Ere this they %arc 'obfly*d me ; ' when P^e joinM 
The pow'r tifdr diRgeiicehas drawn together, 
I'll wait you here aga^n upon iht inftant, [ExiK 

TeL 0h, love ! how are thy precious fweeteft minutcl 
Thus^rer crofsVi, thus tcbc*d Wffh difappointhaems ! * 
Now pride,-^ now fickfenefs, fantafUc quarreis, 
And Uiddcn coldncfs, give us pttn by turns ; 
Malicious meddling chance is'cver bufy 
To bring'tts fe^rs, 3 Hquiet, and delays ; 
And ev'n at laft^ when after all our waiting, 
Eager, We*think to fnatch the dear-bought bltfs. 
Ambition calls us to if s fullen cares, 
And honour flcm, impatient of rtegie<5t^ ' • 

Commands us to-forgerour eafe and pleafures. 
As if we had been made for nougjit but toil, ' * 

And love were not ihe. bus'nefs TJf • oar lives. 
Enter Eurymachus. 

Eur. The Prince. yet here ! Twice have I fought, fincc 
To pafs in private to the Queen's apartment, [ftigbt^ 
But found him (li 11. attending at the door. 
What can it mean ? 

'Tif/. It is SemahtheVfather ! 
Ha ! — Surethe gods, in pity of onrloves, 
Have deftip'd him to *fcape tJlyflfes' vengcaticic. 

Eur. Wow comes it, gentle youth when wine and niiitli 
Cheer eV^ry-Tieart to-night, and banifti care, 
I find thee penfively alone, avoiding 
The pleafures and companions of thy youth, 
And, like the fighingflave of forrow, wafting 
The tedious time in melancholy thought ? - 

/TeL Behold the ruins of my royal houfe. 
My father's abfence, and my mother^s grief, 
Then tell me if I have not caufe too great 
To mourn, to pine away my youth ia fadntfs? 

JBur. 



4^ U L Y 8 $ E S. 

£arr. Our daughter ooce was wDOt to ihai« your 
Believe me, ihe has reafon to complaiay [tboQghts ; 

Jf you prefer your folitude to hen 
Whiieliere you ftay, difcoofdate andmufiDg, 
Lonely (he nts, the tender-hearted maid, 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your abfence* 

fV/. .The conftanty faithful fervice of ray life. 
My days and' nights devoted all to her, 
Poorly repay the fair Sei^anthe's goodnefs : 
Yet they are hers, cy*n all my years are hers, 
My prelent youth, my future age, is hers. 
All but this uight, which here I've fwom to pafsy 
K evolving many a fad and heavy thought, 
And ruminating on my wretched fortunes. 

Eur. How, here I-* to pafs it here! 

Td, Ev'n here, roy Lord. 

Eur. Fantailic acctdent ! — 'Whence could this come } \ 

Well, Sir,purfue jrour thoughts. I have fome matters . 

Of great and high import, which, on the indant, < 

J[ muft deliver to the Queen, your mother. ' 

Tel. Whatc'er it be, you muft of force delay it - 
Till morning. , 

Eur. How, delay it ! — 'Tis impoffible. 
But wherefore ? — 7— Say. 

TtJ. The Queen is goi»c to re{t, 
OpprefsM and wafled with the toil of forrows, • j 

XVeary as miferable painful hinds, s 

That labour all the day to get them food, 
She fceks fome ^afe, fome interval t)f cares, -- ' ■ 
From the kind god of ileep, and fweet rcpofe. 
Ere (lie retir'd (he left moft ibid command, 
Nonefliould approach her till the morning's dawn. . 

Eur. W hate'er thofe orders were, I have my reafons » 
To think myfelf excepted. And whoe^r 
Brought you the meifag^, thro* officious hade, 
/Miilook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong. 

Tel. Not To, my Lord; for, as I honour truths 
Ev*n from herfclt did I receive the charge. 

Eur. Vexation and delay ! — Then 'tis thy own, 
Tljy error, and thou heard'ft not what (he faid. j 

I tell thee, Prince, *tts at her own requeft, I 

Her I 
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Her bidding, that at this appointed hour • • , . 

I wait her ncre. Detain me then no more 
With tedious vain replies : for I tnufl pafs. 

TeL .Were it to any but Semauthe's father,^ . 
That miftrefs of my reafon and my paffions, 
■ Who, charming both, makes both tubmi^ alike. 
Perhaps I Ihould ii rougher terms have anfwer*d ; 
But here imperious love demands refpcd, 
Conftrains my temper,, to my fpeech gives law, 
And I muft only fay, You cannot pafs. 
Eur. Ha !— Who (hall bar me ? . , , 

TeL With the gen deft words 
Which reverence and duty can invent, 
I will intreat you not to do a violence, r - . 

Where nought is meant to you but worthieft hbnouh , 

Eur^ Oh, trifling, idle talker !-7Know, my purpofe 
Is not of fuch a light, fantaftic nature. 
That I (hould quit it for a boy's intreaty. . 
More than my fife or empire it imports, 
AlLthat good fortune or the gods can do for me. 
Depends upon it, and I will have entrance* 

TeL Nay, then Ms time to fpeak like what I am, 
And tell you, Sir, you muft not, nor you Iha' not. 

Eur* ' I' were fafer for thy rafli, unthinking youth 
To ftand the mark pf thunder, than to thwart me* 
Beware, left I fi^rget thy mother's tears. 
The merit of her foft complying fonows. 
Dreadful in fury left I rufti upon thee, 
Grafp thy frail life, and break it like a bubble. 
To be diilb.lv'd, and mix'.d.with common air. 

TeL Oh, 'tis long fince that I have learnt' to hold • 

My life from none, but from the gods who gave it ; 
Nor mean to render it on any terms, 
Unlefs thofe heay'nly donors aik it back, 

Eur. Know'ft thou what ^tis to tempt a rage like mine ? 
But liften to me, and repent thy folly. 
This night, this night, ordain'd of old for blifs, 
Mark*4 from the reft of the revobring year. 
And fet apart for happinefs by fate. 
The charming Queen, thy mother, is my bride. 

TeL Confulion ! Curfes on the tongue that fpoke It ! . 

. Eur, To-uight ftie" yields, ev*n for thy fake flie yields : 

E To-night 
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To-night the lovely mifer, gwwti indatgetit, 
Kcvealsher ftoresot bc-iuty, long rcfcrv'd, 
She bids me revel with the hidden treafa/c. 
And pay my!elf tor all her years of coldneft. 

Tei, Pt^rdition on thbfalftiood ! 

Eur. Dare not then 
To croi^ my tranfparts longer ; if thou dofl, 
By allthcpAngs ot difappointedlove, [DfTtOTiffgm 

1*11 fojccitty way thus thro* thy heart's hbft blood. 

Tel. How 18 my pfety and virtue k>ft, 
And' all the heav*nly Are extin6t Within me 1 
I hear the facred name of her that bore tne 
TraducM, diihonoUr'd by a ruffian's tongue, 
And I am tame !— Love, and ye foftcr thoughts, 
I ^ve you to the winds t—^Know, King of Samos^ 
TTiy breath, like pcftiTeniial blafts, inte6ts 
The air, and grows ofFenfive to the god« : 
If thou but whifpcr One word more, one accent, ^ 
Againft my mother's fame, it is thy laO. 

Eur. Bfav'il by a boy ! — aboy !— thenui1e*«miMc i 

Yet moift upon his lip !— feeble in infancyi : 

Effayihg the flrft rudimeuts of manhood, | 

With ftrength unpradtlsM yet» and unconfirmM * 
Oh; fliamc to arms ! —But I ha:vc bornetoo Ipng. 
Fly fwift, atoid Ae tempeft of my fury. 
Or thus ru pour It in a whirlwind on the^, 
Da(h thcc to attorns thus, and toft thee round the wtoiM. 

Tel. 1 lauflh at all that fagc, and tfius I meet it. 

Eur, H?ll and confgfion !-^To thy beaut, 

Tel. To thine 
This greeting 1 return, 

Eur. The Furies feizc thee ! fEwn fafb. 

Thow haft ftruek me to the csirth, btaftedmy hopet ; 
The partial gods arc IcaguM with thee ag?imft nie. 
To load me with diftonour— — Oh, rtty forttmel 
Where is my name in arm^, the boaftcd tfophice 
Of my pail life ? For ever loft, defaced, 4 

And ravifti'd from me, by a bcardlefs'ftriplin^ 

%:l. What means this foft relenting in my foul?' 
What voi(;e is this, thatfadly wWfpcrs tome, 

9en0lu| 
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Beheldy Semtntlie'r father bleeds to dtth ? 

Why would you urge me ? {To Euirjnmdviif* 

Eur, Off, and come not near me ; 
But let roe curfe ray fa^e^ and die conteated. 

T4, And fee, he fmks yet paler to the earth , . 
The purplB torrent gufhes out impetuous^ 
And with a guilty deluge ilaias the ground. 
No help at hand ! What, hoa 1 Antinous f [ExzU 

Eur* Let there be none, no witnefs of my (hamti 
Nor let officious art prefumeito offer 
Its aid ; for I have livM too long already. 
Enter Semantfae. 

Sem, Sure I h«ve itaid too long ; and whil^ I Tai , 
Sadly attentive to rhe weeping Q«een, 
Hearip^ her t«U of forrows upon forrowt^ 
£v'n to a lamentable length of wot, 
Th' appomted hour of love pafs'dby unheeded* 
My lord, perhaps, will chide ; Oh, no! heV ge&tlfv 
And will not urge me with my firft offence, 

Juft as lenter'd here, the bird of night, 
tUboding, (hrtek'd, and ftraighi, methought, I hcapd 
A low complaining voice, that feem'd to murmur 
At (bme hard fate, atxl groan to be reliev'd. 
Ye gracious gods, be good to my Tekmachufi ! 

Eur. Ha! what art thou, that doft tiby boftile orifi>it» 
Offer to Heaven for my mortal foe ? 

Sem. Guardians of innocence! ye holy pow'f»f 
Defend me, £ive n»e ! 

Eur. Art thou not Semanthe ? 

Sem. My father f .— — On the ground ! -..-i.B10Gdy and 
pale ! [Running t0 inm^ and knnling fy him» 

Oh, horror, horror !'— ->Speak tome — Say, who 
What curfed hand hasdt)ne this dreadful deed, 
That tvith my criefr I may call out for jufti(?c. 
Call to the gods, andiomy dear Telemachus, • 
For jipftice on my royal father^ murderer ! 

Eur* If there be yet on^ god will liften to th^^ 
Solicit him, that;Qnly equal power. 
To rain dowa plagues, and fire, and fWift dellru6Hon^ 
Ev'n all his whole attillery of vengpnce. 
On him, who, aidedby my adterfe ilar», 
Rgbb^d me of g^^ryv h^ ntd- life- ■ ■ ■ " rcfanachus^ 

£ 2 -Sem 
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Sem. Wharftiy« my father ? — No— it Is impoffibk ! 
He couU not, would not — for ^emanthe's fake. 
Entir Telcmachus. . 

TeL Alas 1 there is none near; no help— Semanthe ! 

[Ctyitig «//. 

Eur, And (kty he bears the trophy of his cooquefl ; 
Behold his fword yet reeking with my, blood; 
Then doubt no more, nor aik vyhom thou (liouldfl curfc ; 
It is Telemachus ; on whoiQ revenge me. 
But on Telemachus ? — Why do I leave thee 
A helplefs orphan in a foreign land^ 
But for Telcmachus ? Who tears thee from m« ? 
Teleniachus. Why is thy king and father 
Stretch 'd on tlie earth a cold and lifelefs corfe. 
Inglorious and forgotten ?— Oh, Telemachus ! [DUs» 

&«, Cruel !— unwind and cruel !— 

[She, faints^ and falU upon the h»dy of Eurymachufli 

7e/.'{yhc faints ! 
Her- cheeks are cold, and the lafl leaden deep 
Hangs heavy on her lids- — -Wake, wake, Semanthe ! 
Oh, let me raife tbee from this feat of death ! 

[Raifing ber up, and fuppot ting her in bis armu 
Lift up thy eyes. Wilt thou not ipeak to me ? 

Sem. Let me forget |he ule of evVy fenfe. 
Let me not fee, nor hear, nor fpeak a^ain. 
After that light, and thpfe moft dreadf^liounds. 
Where am f now ? What, lodg'd within thy arms ! 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever, . 
Swifter than lightning, winds, or winced time ; 
Jly from thee till there be whole worlds to part us, 
Till Nature ftTn her barriers to divide us, 
Her frozen regions, and her burning zones. 
Till danger, death and hell do {laud betwixt us. 
And make it fate that we (hall never meet, 

TeL 'Tis juil, I own thy ragie i* juft, Semanthe ; 
Each fatal circumftance is itrong againft me. 
Then if thy heart feverely is refolv'd 
Never to liften when- 1 plead for mercy, 
Thp' piety and honour join with love. 
And humbly at thy feet jnake intcrceffion, 
If thou art dea/ to all, th^n this alone 
Is left'Ote, tf9 receive, jny doom, and die. 
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Are they like thoe? Do they delight mb4bodf (^y^ 

Friendly forgivenefi^, gentleneft and peace, 
Mercy and- joy ; btrtthotr- harft'Viohitcd* 
The facred tr«!v, brought huardirw atnongi^ thew;; 
And fee, difplcas'd, to heav'tt threy take th^ir filgbl, 
And have abahdbn'd^'thee and^ nrp-for erm 

TeL If fuddcn fupy have-noi^ciyang'dHtheeqxiJte, 
If there be any of Sfemaathte le^fi 
One tender thoujirht of that dcfar maid)remaining». ♦ ^^ 
Yet, I conjure thee, bear me.* ^^ 

Sent. *^'\t in vatn ; ' ' 

And that known voicecan-neverelrarm me more. 

TeL Bfe w^teelj^ for me*, HfcavV, vmh wb^t reikrAa&cft 
My hand w^s Hfrerffet tht* fttal grokr; ' ' 
With injuri€S'Wbit4irnanh<5odcotildbt)tbr66ifev"l ' 
With'violeftec, with proud itafuhfingfcom, - 
And ignominious;. ihreat'iiings, was fiirg'd;' 
Long^hpngldTDTowithrifitig indignation, 
And Icng-reprefs'd TnyfwcUin^,* youth fu4* ragf ; 
I groan'd,. and felt aa agony within r 
*Twas hard indeed ; but to myfelf I faitJi 
It is Semanthe*s fathier, and I*fl^ bear ir. • [ftrff^rings^ ^ 

Sem* And coiddfrThbodonbitJorc? CalTO thou thcf^ 
Thefc fhort, tumultuous, momtntary paffiont ? • - 
What would irot I have borne for thee, thou cruel one ? 
For thee, fo fondly was myhcartfct on thee, 
Forgetful- of my tender, hclpl^s fex^ 
I would havc-wander'd over the -wide wofW'i* 
Known all calamities and a^r.dif^reflfes, 
Sicknef* and* hunger, coltl-and^WtterwantT 
FoT thee retir*d«Wtthin f6riie g^cfomy cave, ' - . i • 

I woujd have wafl*^aH*my 6:^fs in weeping, ' ' ^ f ' 
And llV^^d'thddyM'a-wretcV fO'i^akethee bajppy^^^ 
Till I had been ailory topofteriry, ' 

Till maidr, in after-tiBYes,- had faid, behoW 
How much (he fuffer'd for the man die lov'd. ' * 

Tel. Andig thereanyone^the mofl'afffidingj. 
Of all thofe raiferies mankinrf'is born to, ' 

Which for thy fake I would rcfu ft f— JBilt^ Oh^, ' 
Minp was a harder, n fevetcrrsfl^lt 
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The Qg^eo, my mother^ t rufled to my charge. 

My royal father's honour, and tny own, 

1'he pledges of eternal fame, or infamy. 

United ur^/'d, sLnd call'd.upon my fword. 

^ Sim» What is this vain, fantaftic pageant, honour, 

Thisbvfy, angry thing, thatfcattersdifcord 

AmongH the mighty princes of the earth. 

And fets' the madding nations in anmproar ? 

But let it be ^e wor(hip of the great ; 

Well haft thou warn'd roe, and I'll make it mine : 

Yes» Prince, its dread command (hall beobey*d » 

4W Samian arms (ball pour deHrudion on you, 

Your yellow harvefb and your towns (hail blaze, 

The fword (ball rage, and univerfal. wailings 

Be heard amongft th^ mothen^of your Ithaca, 

Till wzx itfelf grow weary, and relent. 

And tlffit poor bleeding King be well revenged. , 

Teh Hatie then, and let the trifmpet found to armst 
Semanthe's vengeance (baU not be delayed ; 
Prepare for {laughter and wide*waiting ruip. 
Prepare to' feel her wrath, ye wre,tched Ithacans. \ 
Lift not a fword, nor bei^d a bow againft her. 
But all, like roe, with low fubmiiiion meet her. 
And let us yield up our devote^ lives. 
Nor once implore her mercy $ for, alas I 
Cruel Semanthe has forgot to pardon : 
For blood, deftrudic^, and revenge (be calls. 
And gentleneis and love are Grangers to her. [thought ( 

Sent. Love ! didfl thou fpeak of love ? — Oh, ill^tim'd 
Behold it there ! behold the love thou bear'A me 1 

[Fainting to the body of Eurymacbus. 
Behold that, thai !— more dreadful than Medufa ; 
It drives my foul back to her inmofi feats, . 
And freezes ev^y (lifF'ning limb to marble. 
Seeft thou tbat gaping wound, and tbat black blood , 
Congealing on that pale, that a(hx breaA ? 
Then mark the face— how pain and rage, with all 
The agonies of death, fit frcfh upon it. 

This was my father Was there none on Mrth, 

Ko hand but thine?' ■ 

TeL Within my own fad heart 
I felt the fleel» before it reached to his* 

How 
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How mocli mor^ happy b his ipc? Th«fl<5dp' /. 

Of death is on him, and he is in peace ; • ^ 

While I, conderaQ'd-to live, muft mourn for him. 

Mourn for myfelf, and^ to compleat my woes. 

Feel all thy pains redoubled on Telemachus. i 

Sem, I know thou-hat'fl me, and that deadly blow 
Was meant to do a murder on Semanthe. 
Bur, Ob, it needed n6t! for thy unkindnefs 
Had been a9 fatal to me as thy fword. ' \ 

If one cojd look, one angry word, had told me 
That thou wert chaog'd, and I was grown a burthen to 
I fhould have underllood thy cruel purpofe, [thee» 

Sat down to weep, and broke my heart, and dyM. v 

TeL It is, too much, and I will bear no more. . 
Oh, thou unjuft, thou lovely falfe accufer! 
How haft thou wrong'd my tender, fiiithful love ! 
In fpice of all thefc horrors of my guilt, ^ . 

And that malignant fate that doom'd me to it, 
In fpite of all, I will appeal to thee, 
£v'n to thyfelf, inhuman as thou art. 
If ever maid was yet b(&lov'd before thee. 
With fuch heart- aching, eager, anxious fondnefs. 
As that with which my foul defire^ my dear Semanthe } 

Sem, Detefted be the name of love iox ever I , ^ 

Henceforth let cafy maids be warn'd by me,' • w 

No. more to truft your breafts that heavcwith £ghing, ^ 
Your moving- accents, and^your melting e3res ; w ' 
Whene'er you boaft your truth, then let them fly .you. 
Then fcorn you, for 'tis then you mean deceiving : 
If yet there fliould fomc fond believer be. 
Let the falCe man bejtray the wretch, like thee, 
Like thee, the loft, repenting fool difclaim, >« 
For crowns, ambition, and your idol, fame ; 
When warm, when languiftiing with fweet deKgbt, ^ y 
Wiiliing fhe meets him, may he blaft h^r fight > 

V With fuch a murder, on her bridal night. [£*//. i 

Teh I^ow ami thee for the conBi^t, Qh, my foul ! . 
And fee how thou canft bear Semanth^s lofs ; 
For ihe is kil-»-moft certain-r^one irrcvpcable* 
Mentor nor ^thon now, my king, fpy father, 
Shall need t' upbraid me with tV unhappy paffion— r— 
Ha! that has wak'd a thovighi"*^-T«'rifi certain fo; 

And 



And this is »}t tha wo^d crml po)ky> 
The danger of tht Queen wra^from Buiymaclivf, 
Theref«H« my^ fwoid waa ckofen to oppofo^ it, 
Thac it might cut the band»<»f love aUinder» 
Oh, dreamcp that I was ! 

Enter Antinous^ Clcpa,, W Atc^ oi^V-f SMcrf*^ 

Ant, My JLAfid^whcreiarewjou?* 
Thus to his fon, our Kin^ chb gr«a« Ulyflhs, 
By me comtnaftdb : Yq>up i«y«t mother's 4angef 
Is now no mom, finccalir the^Wal princes- 
Ace in the h^ b^et, and ev.^nthia moment- 
Revenge aad. daughter avo let loofi) among them t 
Hafte then, to join, your eo^ike- ^h<ivV araMy 
To bring your pious valour to his «i«^ 
And Ih^e the coaqued and th^- gloty with himf. 

Tei, 'Ha ! corp'A thou from the hnll^ Antinous? 

Ant, £v!n4 noW| my Ijonh AsJ* was haftJBng hjtherv^ 
It was my chance to meet my roya4ma(ler; 
Eager with joy, I tjbrew me at hl^feee. 
With wond'rou0 grace h&Faia'd me an4 emhrae'd me^ 
Then bid me % to bear his Ofderi^ to you . 
By.tbfi.kMui criea, the<ihout«, and x^UHk of arma^< 
Which, juj(bas J had' iel't \Am^ ftpualtf my ear^ 
I guefs ere thiatfaecotnbat.i8 begua* 

T(L Yea, y/es, my friend;, that daiif*er df the-Qveeft^ 
Isnownomore* HowCKevt It^o^houneary 
Tp guard hes;, to fupport hevy left th^ teivof^ 
Of this^tumukuous, thi&moA> dreadful nighty 
May (hake her fouK B will obey' t^ K^i^g* 
And gladlyiafe tlie life he giave me^ fbrhimv 
And fi nee the pfeaibreoJ^my d^sis-Ioft^ 
Since my youti^'t deareit^ on^y hopeaare cfofs'd^ 
Carelefs olaU^ V\\ ruih intothe wa^s 
Provoke th« lifted Iword, aitd,|>olnted fpSBav, 
liill, all oVr wounds, Lfink amkIA the Mn^ 
And bleik the friendly hand that sid^ me of my pfii»» 

[Ekit TelW 

Ck&n, Behold, aiy Lc^^aad wonder herewith ti«^ 
The Samian King -*-<-^r« 

Atti% Euryniaqhuel-*-*-— p'Tfehe. 
Surprifi^ aficideotli— Whta6e<«Biethii'Uoif i 

But 
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But 'tts no matter, fince it makes for us. 

Nor have we time to.wafte 19 vam enquiry ; 

Let it fuffice that we have loft an enemy. 

Hafte to the Queen, my Cleon, and perlfuade her 

To feek her fafety with us in the city : 

If (he refufe, bear her away by force. 

Do you attend him. [To the SoUiefs^ 

Ate. Had you ta^en my counfel, 
The Prince ihould not have 'fcap'd us* 

Ant. Areas, no! 
A life like his is but a iingle ftake. 
Unworthy the contention it might coft. 
Gaining the Queen, I have whate'er I wilh. 
Fear ofthe Samians and the fubcle King, 
Forbade my coming with a ftronger-power, 
Left they had ta'en th' alarm, and turn*d upon ui 1 
Therefore* 1. held it (afcr by a wiJe . 
To work upon the youth, and fend him hence , 
'And that way gain admittance to his mother. 

Arc. Our Ith'acans, who give the {Cing for loft, r 
Shall deem this tale of his return a fable ; 
Or the' they ftiould believe it, yet will join us. 
And with united arms aifift our caufe. 
Why do we linger then ? — Heard you that cry ? 

[Cry of women wthiftm 
Succefsful Cleoni of his prey poflefs'd, ^ 

Leads us the way, and haftens to the city. 

Aut. Come on, and let the crafty fam^dUlyflet 
Repine and rage, by happier frauds excell'd. 
Let the forlaken hufband vainly mourn 
His tedious labours, and his late return ; 
in Tain to Pallas and to Jove xx)m plain, . 
That Troy and Hedlor are reviv'd again. 
Poflefs'd, like haj>|)y Paris, of the tair, -j 

I'll lengthen out my joys with ten years war,, I 

And think the reft of life beneath a lover's care. J 

[Exeunt* 

' End of the f ouhth Act. 
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A C T V. 

5CENB; tie C/£iu. 

Enter feverall^ Mentor and Eumqeai'. 

WHERE 18 the JQy^ cbe bqai: of ooequeft now f 
In vain we cruunplv o'er our foreign- tynint»| 
So foon to perilh^by domeilic foes. 
Wby fhone the ^reat Ulyii6frdre^&l^ fiarce 
As Mars, and mighty as PhiegrsKan Jove?' 
Why reeks yo» marble oavei^ent wKbtbe (laughcfT- 
Of rival kings^ (hat i«ll beneath \\h fwordi 
Vifkims to injur'd boapur andr^vtngei 
Since, by the fittal eriorof TeleoMchuss 
The prize for which we fought, the Queeji, i» bj^ 
Ii yielded ap a prey to £itf& An^inoui^ I 

Men. He tr^i&d in the holy nane of fri^i^Mnp^ 
And, cQ^ciouaof hit own uprigbtneia^ tfaowgbt 
The man whom he had [^ac d^ near hie heart 
Had (har'd aa weil.h is vktpQi a» hia love* 

Bum* Howbeara>thePnacetllia'Cb«oee^ 

Men, Al|w^ fiumasu^ 1- 
Hia gvas& have r^t»t my aged heart afunder. 
Stretch'd on the damp Uftwbplfome earth he lfe»t 
Ner had my pray'ra or teara the power t^ raife him | 
Now mofcionlefs-as^eafc^i hi • eyes-are fix'd; 
And then anoo-he ftarta and caftf then^ up^rar^, 
And groaning, criesy I amth^ accwFa'(k>f Meav'ki, 
My mother ! my Seinaiithe^ and my mother ! 

Eum, The Kin^, whofees^Aiai eemper, (%e the goila, 
'Was ever calm and coi^i>& to itfttf; • 
Snruck with the fudden, unexpcdkd eyti, 
^M mov'dto rage^ s^dchidliinivfronshii fight. 
But now tetttrnin^ lotbe ^ther*« fondneCs^ 
MebadQ me feek him out, fpeak comfort to him. 
And bring him to hi^aroM^ 

Men, Where have you left 
Our royal mafier ? 

Eum. Near the palace ^ate, 
Attended by thofe few, thofe faithful few, 

Wha 
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Who dare be loy^il ^m ikAt like tMe^ 

Whch cv'n their utmofl^ hdpe is bttt cq die for hrm. 

M^M. "fhat ht relief, (kat refuge of «ie%dr. 
Is all I fear }s Wt ii!8-»-^Fiolri the <%, 
Each moment Mffgi the jgttfWitkg 4angier htorer $ 
There's not a Mtffi ih lehiaOa but ttfrns ; 
A thoufand biaSlbg #M iftake bright the ftreet^ 
Huge gabblihg ^owds gather, atid roil al<xig. 
Like roaring iSas that enter at a breaeh ; 
The neighbVmg ridglts^ th<e arcf&diy tht hfUs, the dalel. 
Ring with'thieVteaPnifig f^dnd^ \thile b^ld rchdiikm 
With iropicyos p^ls of acc^inanon greets 
^r trait'rou8t:h$ef^, Alltifious — ^ Where is thea 
-One gli mpfe of fttfety, wheft we hardly number 
Our friends a twentieth part of this fierce muJtittfde ? ' 

Bum* Yet nS<»re, the'Saihian&, by whofe arms affiled 
We late'prevatl^d iigabft the riotous ^ooert. 
By fome (iniihr chiih^t ha«^ ksarht the htt 
Of their d<iad rtroti^chf and call load fbr^ehgomce i 
With cloudy brow^ the fuMen captains gather 
In murm'ring crowds at^<uld thdrweeping |)niace&) 
As if they wai*id from her tfiouniful lips 
The fignal for deiVrti^l^n') frdm her fof^rowt 
Catching new matter to enef e^fe theit rage, 
And v«)M4bg t«> f^pa}^ ber tears ivrith blood. 
But fee, (he comes, att^Udi^ with h)sr guttrd. 

Men. Retire^ and lee us hafte to feek the Prince ; 
This danger threatens him. IF he'fliould meet them. 
His pflcty woijld' be repaid with die#tH, , 

Nor could his youth or godlike ddurage (tti% hiM, > 

Unequally o^|)4«cfe*d, attd crUfiiM by numbers^ 

BjUer tUBO Samia» Cafitdns and Soldiers^ fame hearing the 
hod^ of £urymachas; Semanthe foibwingwtb O^etp 
mnd Anendanttn 

Sent. Ye vaKant Stiztiail chiefi, ye flnthfU fc^Howeis 
Of your uiiti^py king, juftly perform 
Your pious officeto his facred relics ; 
Bear to your ieet fiis ffale, his bloody corfe, 
Nor le» lud* diiboflEtatnri j^ofi Pi{nii«, 
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To think his injur*4 li|bes (hall be mix'd 
With the deteftcd earth pf .'cruel Ithaca. [(he?, 

I Cafty Oh, royal maid ! Whpfe tears look, lovely on 
Whofe cares the gods^fliallfavQur and reward, 
Queen qF our Samos now, to whom we offer 
Our humble homage, towhofejud command 
We vow pbedietice, luffer not the feaman 
T' unfurl his fails, or call the winds to fwell them. 
Till the fierce foldier have indulg'd his rage, 
Till from the curled darling of their youth, 
And from the faireft of their virgin daughters, 
We've chofe a thoufand vi6^ims for a facrifice, 
T* appcafe the manes of ojur murder'd lord. [dVf r? 

Sem* Now, now, Semanche, wilt thou name the mur- 
Wiit thou direct their vengeance where to flrike ? [j^^^* 

Oh, my fad heart ! Hade to difpofe in fafety 

Your venerable load ; and if you lov'd him. 

If you remember what he once was to you, 

How great, how good and gracious, yield this proof 

Of early fahh and duty to his dt^ughcer, 

ReHxain the foldiers' fury, till I name 

The wretch by whom my royal father fell. 

Let fome attend the body to the ihore. 

The reft be near and wait me, 

[Exeunt fomc nxsith the hody I the refi retire 'LvUhin tht 
fcene^ and 'wait as at a difiance. 

Enter at the other Ji?<7r Teleraachus. 

Tel Why was I born ? Why fent into the world, 
Ordain'd for mifchievous mifdeeds, and fated 
To be the curfe of them that gave me being ? . 
Why was this mafs ta'en from the heap of matter,'*' 
Where innocent and fenfelefs'it had refted» 
To be indu'd with form, and vexM with motion ? * 
THow happy had irbeen for all that know me, 
If barrennefs had bl^fs'd my mother's bed ! 
Nor had (he been difhonour'd then, nor loft, 
Nor curs'd the fatal hour in which ftie bore me : 
Love had not been offended for Semanthe, ^ • 
Nor had that fair-one known a father's lofs. 

Sem. Whatkindcompanionof Semanthe's woes 
Is that, wh0| wand'ring In this dreadful night, 

I Sigbs 



Sighs out her name with fuch a mouroful accent ? 

Ha ! but thau art Telem«chus--^Let darknefs 

Still fpread her gloomy mantle o'er thy vifage^ 
And hide thee firom thefe weeping eyes for ever* 

Tei. Yc$» veil thy eyes, or turn them far from me; 
For who can take delight to gaze on niifery r 
Fly from the moan, the ery of the afflidcd. 
From the complaining of a wounded fpirit, 
Lieft my contagious griefs take hold on thee. 
And er'xy groan I utter pierce thy heart. 

Set^ Oh, foft enchanting fori ows ! Never wafr 
The voice of mourniughalf fo fwcct— Oh, who 
Can liften to the found, and not be mov'd, 
Nor bear a part, like me, and fliare in all his pain ? {AjuUm 

TeL But4f perhaps thy fellow-creature's fufieria^s 
Are grown a pleafure to thee, (for, alas ! 
Much arc thou alter'd) then in me heboid 
More than enough to fatisfy thy cruelty ; 
Behold me here the fcorn, the eafy prizes 
Of a proteding, faithlefs, villain friend. 
I have bettay'd my mother, I betray'd her, 
Xv*n I, her u>n, whom with fo many carts 
She nurs'd and fondled in her tender bofom. 
Would I had d^'d before 1 faw this day 1 
I left her, I forfook her in di^efs, 
And ggve her to the mercy of a raviflien 

Sent. Yes, I ba^c heard, with grief of mind redoubled. 
The too hard fortune of the pious Queen ; 
For her my eyes enlarge and fwell their dreams, 
Tho' well ihou kiiOw*lt what caufe they had before 
To UvJfli all their tears. I pity her, 
I mourn her inj^ur'd virtue : but for thee, 
Whaie'cr the righteous gods have made thee fuffer, 
JuH is the doom, and equal to thy crimes. 

Td. •Tis juflice aU, and fee I bow me down 
With patience and fubmiiSon to the blow ; 
Nor is it fir that fuch a wretcb as 1 am 
Should walk with face creci upon the earth. 
And hold fociety with man— Oh, therefore 
Let m^ conjure thee by thofe tender ties 
Which held us once, when I was clear to thee> 
And thou ra xat^ at life to living creatures, 

F Or 
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Or light and heat to univcrfal nature^ 
The comfort and condition of its being, 
Complete th* imperfe^l vengeance of the god?. 
Call forth the valiant Samians to thy aid, 
Bid them (Irike here, and here revenge 

&m. Oh, hold! 
Stay thy ralh tongue, nor let it fpeak of horrors 
That may be fatal to 

yy. . What mean'ft thou f 

Sfm. Something . 
For which 1 want a name— —Is there none near ? 
No confcious ear to catch the guilty found ? 
None to upbraid my wcaknefs, call me parricide, 
And charge me as confenting to the murder ? 
For, Oh, my (hame, my (hame ^ I muft confefa it, 1 

Tho* piety and honour urg'd me on, ^ 

Tho* rage and* grief had wrought me todiftra^on, j 

I durft not, could not, would not once accufc thee. j 

TeL And wherefore art thou merciful in vain ? j 

Oh, do not load mt with that burthen, life, i 

Unlefs tliou give me love, to cheer my labours. 
Tell me, Semanthe, is it, is it thus [in|r, \ 

The bride and bridegroom meet ? Are tears and moura- 
This bittcrnefs of grief, and thefe lamentings^ 
Are thefe the portion of our nuptial night ? 

Sem. But ihou, thou only didft prevent the joy, 
*Ti6 thou haft turn'd the bleffing toacurfc : 
Live, therefore, live, and be, if it be poffible, 
As great a wretch as thou haft made Semanthe. 

Tel. It {hall be fo ; 1 will be faithful to thee, 
For days, for months, for years, I will be miferable, 
Protradt my fuff 'rings ev^ir to hoary age, 
And linger out a tedious Kfe in pain ; 

In fpite of ficknefs and a broken heart, j 

1 will endure for ages to obey thee. 

Sem. Oh, never flialt thou know forrows Kkc mine ! ; 

Never defpai/, never be curs'd as I am. 
Yes, I will open my afflided breaft, 
And fadly (hew thee ev'ry fecret pain, 
Tho* helj and darknefs with new monfters tccm, 
Tho* -furies, hideous to behold, afcend, 
T#is their infernal ftames, and yell around me ; 

, Th«' 
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Tho* nay offended father's angry ghoft 
Should rife all pale and bloody juft before me^ 
Till my hair fianed up, my fight were blafted. 
And ev'ry trembling fibre (hook with horror ; 
Yet — yet — Ob, yet, I muft confefs I love thee ! 

TeL Then let our ejavious fburs oppofe in vain 
Their baleful iafiuence, to thwart our joys i 
My lore fliall get the better of our fate, • 
Prevent tbe ipalice of that hard decree, 
That feem'd to doom us to eternal forrows ; 
And yet in fpite of all we will be happy. 

Sem. Let not that vain, that faithlels hope deceive thee. 
For •tis refolv'd, 'tis certainly decreed, 
Fix'd as that law by which imperial Jove, 
According to his piefcience and his pow*r. 
Ordains the fons of men to good or evil ; 
'Til certain, er'n our love, and all the miseries 
Which muft attend that love, are not morecertaiDi 
Than that this moment we muft part forever. 

TeL How 1 Pan for ever ? That's a way indeed 
To make us miferable. Is there none, 
l^o other fad alternative of grief, ,^ 

No other choice but this ?--w liat, muft we part for ever f >■ 

Sem, Oh, figh not, nor complain ! Is not thy hand 
Stain*d with my father's blood ? Juftice and nature^ 
The gods demand it, and we muft obey : 
YVs, I muft go, the preffine minutes call me. 
Where thefe fond eyes ftiallnever fee thee more» 
No more with languifhing delight gaze on thee. 
Feed on thy face, and fill my heart with pleafure, 
Where day and night fiiall follow one another. 
Tedious alike and irklbme, and alike 
Wafted in weary lonelinefs and weeping* 

Tei, Here then, my foul, take thy farewel of happinefs j 
That and Scmanthe fly together from thee : 
Henceforth renounce all commerce with the world, ' 
Nor hear, nor fee, nor once regard what pafles. 
Let mighty kings contend, ambitious youth 
Arm for the battle, feafons come and go, 
Spring, fummer^ autumn, with their fruitful pleafures, 
And winter with its filvcr froft, let Nature 
Diiplay in vain her various pomp before thee, . 

F a »Tis 



H ULYSSES. 

*Ti8 wretched all, •tis all not worth thy care, 
'Ti8 all a wilderneft^ without Seroanthe. 

Sem, One lall, one guilty proof, how much I love thee; 
(Forgive it, gods!) Ccraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me, ere I part from Ithaca. 
That done; Til hafte, Til ily, as I have fwom, 
For thy lovM fake, far from the fight of man. 
Fly to the pathlefs wilds, and facred (hades, 
"W here Dryads and the monntain-nymphs rcfort| 
There beg the rural deities to pity me. 
To end my woes, and let me on their hills, 
LikeCypariffus, grow a mournful tree. 
Or melt,^ like weeping Byblis, to a fountain. 

TeL Since fate divides us then, fince I mufi lofi: thefg 
Fo^ipity'sfake, for love's. Oh, fuficr me, 
Th us languifhing, thus dying, to approach thee^ 
And figh my laft adieu upon thy bofom ! 
Permit me, thus, to fold thee in my arms. 
To prefs thee to my heart, to tafte my fweets, 
Thus pant, and thus grow giddy with delight* 
Thus for my laft of moments gaze upon thee, 
Thou beft, thou only joy— thou loft Seroanthe t 

Sem. For ever I could liften ; but the gods, 
The cruel gods, forbid, and thus they part us. 
Remember, Oh, remember me, Telemachus ! 
Perhaps thou wilt forget me ; but no matter ; 
I will be true to thee, preferve thee ever 
The fad companion of this fiutbful breaft. 
While hfe and thought remain ; and when at Ull 
I fed the icy hand of dearti prevail, 
My heart- firings break, and all my fenfes fail, 
1*11 fix thy image in my clofing eye, ' 
Sigh thy dear name, then lay me down and die. [Exii* 

Teh And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn. 
Abandoned wretch ? — The King thy father comes ; 
Fly from his angry frown, no matter whither ; 
Seek for the dark eft covert of the night. 
Seek out for death, and fee if that can hide thee, 
If there b^ any refuge thou canft prove. 
Safe from purfuing forrow, (hame, atid anxious love. 

[Exit, 

Enter 
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Enter Ulyfles, Eumaus, and Attmdanu* 
Xiyff. To doubt if there be juflice vvith the gods, 
Oft if tbey care for aught bebw, were impious. 
Oft ha^e I try'd, and ever found them faithful ; 
In all the various perils of my" life, 
In battles, in the midft of flaming Troy, 
In ftormy feas, in thofe dread regions where 
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark abode, 
Divided from this world, and borderers on hell» 
Ev*n ^herc the providence of Jove was wirh me, 
Defended, cheer'd, and bore me thro' rhe danger : 
Not is his pow'r, nor is my virtue left, 
That I (hould fear this rude, tumultuous herd. 

Kum. So feeble is our band, fo ivN our friends, 
'We hope not fafety from ourfelves, but thee ; 
In thee, our king, we trufl, in thee, our hera, 
Favour'd of Heav'n, in all thy warsvidlorious. 
But fee where proud rebellion, comes againft thee, \J3houU 
Securely fierce, and breathing bold defiance* 
Now let our courage and our faith be. try d, 
i^nd if^ unequal to thy great example. 
We cannot copquer like thee, yet wccan die for thee. 

Sbouty drwnsj and trumpets ; then enter Antinous, CIeon> 
and Soldiers, 

Ant, What bold invader of our laws aod freedooiy 
Ufurps the facred name of king in Ithaca ? 
Who dares to play the tyrant in our ilate, 
And in defpate of hofpitable Jove, 
Defames our ifland with the blood of ilrangers ? 

Ufxljr, Have you forgot me thea, you men of Ithaca ? ' 
Did I for this, amongft the Grecian heroes. 
Go forth to battle in my country's caufe ? 
Have I by a)rms and by fucccfsful counfels 
Deferv'd aname from Afia*s wealthy (liores 
Ev*n to the weHern ocean, to thofe bounds 
That mark the great Alcides' utmoft labours. 
And am I yet a ftranger here— at home ^ {tiops, 

.Ant, And wherefore dldll thou leave thofe diflant na- 
Tliro' wh ch thy name and mighty deeds were fpread ? 
Wc never fought to know thee^ and now known, 
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Regard thee not, unlefs it betopuntfti 
' Thy vioUtion of our public peace. 

Ulyjf. And dod thou dare, dod thou, aadacious flanre ! 
Thou rafli milleadcr of this giddy crowd, 
Doft thou prefumc to match tbyfclf with me. 
To judge between a monarch and his people ? 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy mailer, ' 

Yet it had made me fomething more than thou ^rt. 
Then when it made mc what 1 am — Ulyfles ! 

Ant, Then be Ulyflcs ! echo it again, 
And fee-what homage thefe will pay the iound : 

{^Pointing to the SekUtfSt 
Te!I them the ftory of your Trojan wars, 
How Hc^or drove-you headlong to thefhorei 
And threw his hoftile fires amidil your fleet; 
Then mark with what applaufe they will receive thee. 
Say, countrymen, v/il\ you revenge the princes 
" This wanderer has (lain, and join with mc ? 

Omnes, Antinous ! Antinous ! 

Jtnt, What of your motiarch ? 

Omnes, Drive him out to banifhment. {carckfi| 

in^/Ji Were there no gods in hcav*n, or were; they 
And Jove had long forgot to wield his thunder, 
And dart xlellru<5tion down on crimes like thine ; 
Yet, traitor, hope not thou toYcape from jufticc, 
Nob let rebellious numbers fwell thy pride ; 
For'know, Ulyilcs is alone fufficient 
To punifti thee, and on thy perjur'd head 
Revenge the wrongs of love and injur'd majefty; 

Ant. And fee, 1 ftand prepared to meet thy vengeance $ 
Exert thy kingly pow'r, and fummon all 
Thy ufeful arts and courage to thy aid : 
And lince thy faithful Diomede is abfent, 
Since valiant Ajax, with his feven-fold (hield. 
No more fliall interpofe 'twixt thee and danger. 
Invoke thofe friendly gods, whofe care thou art^ 
And let them fave thee, liow aflert thy caufe, 
And render back to thy defpairing arms 
The beauteous Qneen, whom, in defpiic of them 
And thee, this happy night I made my prize. 

IMvJ, Hear this, ye gods ! he, triumphs in the rapc# * 
Moif glorious villain I-— B^t wepaufe tooloag. 

On 
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On then, and tempt our fete, my gallant friends^ 
From thi9 deficr of. the gods, this monilcr; 
Let U8 redeem my Queen, or die together ; 
And, equal to our great forefaibeKs^fame^ 
Delcend and. join t^ofe demi-gods of Greece,, 
Who with their blood enrich 'd the Dardan phuns,. 
To vindicate a huifaaad's faceed right. [Sbouti^ 

Enter Areas fivounJeJ^ 

AnU What means that fudden thunder-elap of tumult ^ 
Art thou not Arcaa ? — Thou art feint and bloody. 

Arc. I have paid you the laft office of my friendfiiip ;, ' 
Scarce have I oreath enough to fpeak your danger ; 
The furious Samians, led by joung Telemachus^ 
Refiftiefs, fierce, and bearing all before them^ 
Have from the eaftle forcM the captive Queen ; 
Kr'd with iuccefs, they drive our fainting troops,. 
And hither urge their way with threat'ning cries. 
Loudly demanding your devoted head, 
A jull atoa&ment for their murderM lord*. 

£^^.. Ccleftial pow'rs !' ye guardians of the Juft ? 
This wond'rous work is yours, and yours be all the praiie* 

Ahu Confufion !-?- Wherefore didfl thou not protlalm 
My itanocence, and warn them of their error ? 

Arc. Behdd thefe wounds, through which ray patting 
Is hading forth, and judge my truth by them* ^foul 

. Whate'er I could, I urg'd iu tby defence ; 
But all was^ vain : with clamorous impatience,. 
They broke upon my fpeech, and fwore 'twas falfe ; ^ 
Their Queen, the fair Semanthe, had accused thee, 
And ^^ her royal lather's death on thee. 
If any way be left yet, hafte and fly \ 
Th* incottftant, faithlefs Ithacans join with them. 

And all is loft What dearer pledge than life 

Can friendflilp afk ? Behold I give it for thee. [D/Vi^ 

Ulyjf. They come ! Succefs and happinefs attend us ! 
Pallas, and irsy vidoiious fon, fi^ht for us ! 

Ant. Thou and thy gjds at laft have got the better, 

[raUlyfles.. 
Yet know, I fcorn to fly ; that great ambition 
That bid me fiift afpire to love and empire, 
Still brightly bums, and animates my foul. 

Be 
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Be true, my fword, and let me fall reveng'd, > 

And ril Forgive ill fortune all befides. 

fUlyffcs, Antinous, and their parties ^ ^ghtm 

£«/<r Telemachus, Ceraunus, andSamian Jhldiers\ th^ 
joinlJlyfkf^ and dri^ve Andnous, Cleon, and the rifi 
eff the fiage. Then enter at one do&r Ulyflcs, at the 
other the ^ueen^ Mentor, and Attendants* 

Uyif. My Queen ! my love ! \Emhr^cing^ 

j^. My hero ! my Ulyfles ! 
Once more thou art redor'd, once more I hold thee ! 
At length the gods have prov'd us to the utmoft. 
Are fatisfyM with what we have endurM, 
And never will afHidt nor part us more. 
Tis not in words to tell thee whi>t I've felf. 
The forrows and the fears ; ev'n yet I tremble, 
Ev'n yet the fierce ideas ihock my fotil, 
And hardly yield to wonder and to joy. 

Men^ A turn fo happy, and fo unexpedted. 
None; but thofe over-ruling powVs who caused it 
Could have forefeen. The beauteous Samian Princcft, 
Within whole gentle breaft revenge and tendernefs 
Long (trove, and long maintain*da doubtful conflict. 
At length was vanquifhM by prevailing love^ 
ABd, l^ppily, to fave the Prince, imputed 
To ftlfe Antinous her father^s death. 
Heav'n has approvM the fraud of fond affcAion, 
The juft deceit, a talflioodfair as truth, 
Since ^is to that alone we owe ourfafety* 
Enter Tclemachus. 

7eU Here let me kneel, and with my tears atone 

\Kiie(lingm 
The ra(h offences of my heedlefs youth ; [Ul. raifes hinu 
Here offer the iirft trophies of my fword, 
And once more hail my father King of Ithaca, 
Antinous, the rebel fa£tion*s chief. 
Is now no more, and your repenting people 
Wait with united homage to receive you j 
The ftrangers too, to wlliom we owe c»ur conqueft, 
Hafte to embark, and fet their fwelling fails, 
To bear the fad Semanthe back to Samos, 
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Joy» like the cheerful morning, dawns on all, 
And none but your unhappy Ton (hall mourn. 

UytfT. Like thee, the pangs of parting love Tte knowdi 

My heart like thine has bled But, Oh, my fon ! 

8igh not, nor of the common lot complain; 
TJiou, that art born a man, art born to pain : 
For proof, behold my tedious twenty yearS; 
All fpent in toil, and exercis'd In cares. 
'Tis true, the gracious gods are .kind at lafi. 
And well reward me hare for all my forrows paft. 
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_ I J^offdy and came again to beg yonr frq/rsj 

Tou fie how ill my love has been repaid^ 

That I am like to live and die a maid^ 

Poetic rules and jufiice to maintain^ 

I to the woods am ordered back again^ 

To Madam Cynthia and her virgin train* 

*Tis an uncomfortable life they uad ; 

Infiead of quilts and down ^ the Jyhvan bed^ 

With JJeins of ^beajls^ with leaves and mofs^ is Jpread ; 

No morning toilets do their chambers grace^ n. 

Where famous pearl cofmetics find a place^ > 

With powder for the teeth ^ andplaijter for the face* i 

But in defiance of complexion ytoey^ 

Like arrant houfewivet^ rife by break of day^ 

Cut OS brown crufi^f addle their nagSy and mountings 

Jn fcoru of the green-ficknefs^ ride a hunting* 

Tour fed^ and hari/bom drops^ they dealttot in i 

They have no vapours^ nor no witty fpUen^ 

2fo coffee to be had ; ztnd I em told^ 

J§s to the tea they drink ^ *tis mojlfy cold* 

For converfation, nothing can be worfe^ 

*Tis ail amongfi themfelveSy and tha/s the cttrfi ; 

One topic there y as here^ doetfeldom fail^ . 

We women rarely want a theme to rail', 

But^ bating that onepleafuri pf backbiting^ 

There is no earthly tbing $hey tan delight in* 

There are no Indian houfes to drop in. 

And fancy fiuffs^ and chafe a pretty fcreen^ 

To while away an hour or fo I fwear 

Thefe cups are pretty y butthey*re deadhf dear; 

jind if fame unexpected friend appear^ 

The devH ! — WIjo could have thought to meet you here f 

We fBould but very badly entertain 
Tou that delight in toafiing and champagne. 
But keep your tender perfons fafe at home ; . "J 

We know you hate hard riding : hut if fomt > 

Tough, honrfi country fox-hunter viould come^ J 

Vifit our goddefsy and her maiden court, 
*iis $en to one^ but we may Jhcw him Jport* 
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A S I cfteemed it my happlnefs to live under a govera-- ' 
jfX ^^^^ where national liberty was eflabliflicd by law, 
and the rights of fubjefts intenvoven with their allegiance,^ 
fo I ever thought it my fafety to acft with fuch allowable 
ireedom, aa did not contradidt any of o\ir written and'^ 
known regulations. 

Tho' iuconfiderable in myfelf, I am yet a fubjeft of 
Great-Britain; and the privileges of her meanefl mem- 
ber are dear to the whole confHtution. 

Among thofe privileges, I claim that of juflifying my 
condud, I claim that of defending my property, and wifli I 
could do both, without giving difguft, even to thofe by 
whofe cenfures I am a fufFerer. 

When I wrote the following (beets, I had ftudied the 
ancient laws of my country, but was not converfant with 
Her prefent political ftate. I did not confider things mi» 
nutely ; in the general view, I liked our cohftitution, 
sndzealouily wimed that the religion, the laws, and li- 
berties of England might ever be facred and fafe. I had; 
nothing to fear or hope from party or preferment. My 
attachments were only to truth ; I was confcious of no 
other principles, and was far from apprehending that fuch 
could be offeniive* 

A* Itook 
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1 took mjr fubjcft from the Hiftory of Suredeii» one of 
thofe Grotbic and glorious nations, from whom our form 
of goTernmcnt is deriTed, from whom Britain has ihhe- 
rited thofe unextinguiihable fparks of hberty and pa- 
triotifm, that were her light through the ages of igno- 
rance and fuperftition, her flaming fword turned every 
way againft invafion, and that vital heat which has fo 
often preferved her, fo often reftored her, from inteftine 
jnalignittes* Thofe are the fparks, the gems, that alone 
l^ive true ornament and brightnefs to the crown of a Bii- 
tifh monarch ; that give him freely to reign over the free, 
and fliall ever fet him above the princes of the earth, till 
corruption grows univerfal; till fnbjcdts wi(h to be (laves;" 
and Kings know not how to be happy. 

I was pleafed with the iimilitude between the princi* 
pies, and, as I may fajr, between the natural conilitutions 
of Sweden and Britain. I looked no further for fenti- 
ments, than as they arofe from fadts ; and for the fz&t I 
am indebted to hiftory : nay, I ingenuoufly confefs, I 
was fo far from a view of merit with the difaffeded, that 
Hooked upon this performance as the higheft compliment 
I could pay the prefent eftabliihment— Such was my ig- 
norace, orfuch is my misfortune. 

Mat^y are the difficuhies a new author has to encounter 
in introducing hvs play on the ftage.. I had the good for« 
tune to furmount them. This piece was about five 
weeks in rehearfal ; the day was appointed for afting ; I 
had difpofed of many hundred tickets ; and imagined I 
had nothing to fear, but from the weaknefs of the per- 
formance. 

But, then it was, that where I looked for approbation^ ^ 
I met with repulie. I. was condemned and punifhed in 
ray works, without being accufcd of any crime ; and 
made obnoxious to the government under which I live, 
without having it in my power to alter my conduct, or 
knowing in what inftance I had gpiven ottence. 

However Angular and unprecedented^ this treatpicnt 
may appear, had I conceived it to be the intention of the 
legiflature, I Ihould have fubmitted without complaining ; 
or had any, among hundreds who have perufed the manu- 
fcript, obferYedbut a fingle line that might inadvertently 

tei^d 
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t^ni to feditidnor immoralky^ I would tben^ye been tlie 
trft to ftfike k out ; I would now be the lafl to publifii k» 

Had the dignUy of the Lord Ckamberlain's office con* 
defcended^ as fome would infinuate, to a theatrical exa« 
mination of the drama, to a critical inquifition of the con- 
dudf the unities, and tricks of fcenery, even fo I mtgbc. 
have hoped for equal indulgence with farces, pantomimes^ . 
and other performances of like ta fie and genius. 

But this is not the cafe ; the Lord Chamberlain's office 
is alone concerned in thofe reafons which gave birth to 
. the ftatute ; 4t is to guard againft fuch repreientations as 
he inay conceive to be of pernicious influence in the com- 
monwealth:; this is the only point to which his prohibi* 
tiOfis. are underfiood to extend, and his prohibition lays 
me under the neceiGty of publifhing this piece, to con* 
▼iAce the public, that (though of no valuable confc* 
q^ience) I am at leaft inofifenfive^ 

Pafriotifm^ or the love of country, is the great and 
fiagle moral whicli I had in view through this play, Thia> 
love (fo fuperior in its nature to all other interefls and af* 
fei^ions) is perfbnated in the chftra6ter of Guftavus. Iti 
18 the love of national weVfare; national welfare is.na«> 
tional liberty ; and he alone that can be conicious of it^, 
lie alone can contribute to the fupport of it, who is per^ 
fonally free* 

By perfonal freedom I mean that ftate refuUing from ■> 
virtue, or reafon ruling in the breaft, fuperior to appetite., 
and paffion ; and by national freedom, I mean a fecurity 
(arifing from the natuit of a well-ordered confiitution) 
tor thofe advantages and privileges that each man has a., 
right to, by contributing as a member to the weal of that e 
community*. 

The monarch, or head of fuch a conflitutionv is ^s the- 
father of a large and well-regulated family ; his fubjeds> 
are not fervants, but fons ; their care, their affcdtiows, 
their attachments are reciprocal, and.theirantereft isone^^ 
is not to bedivided. . 

Thiti is truly ttereigltjthb only is to reign. How 
glorious, how.extenfive, is the prerogative of fuch a mo- . 
narch ! He is fupprior to fubjedls,. each of whom is equal ; 
to any monarch, who is only fuperior to (laves. He is . 
fccptercdjn the.hcarts of his people, from whence he di. - 
A3 re;^. 
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refts their hands with double force and energy. His. 
office partakes of the divine inclination, by being exerted 
to no other end but the happinefs of a people. 

Oh, never may any fubtleties, any infmuations, raifc 
groundlefs jealoufiesin a people fo governed ^ never may 
they be influenced to imagine that fuch a priace is inva- 
ding their rights, while he is only folicitous to confirm 
and prqferve them ! 

And never may any miniftry, any adulation, feducei 
fuch a prince from that his true intereft and honour ! 

I (hould not have had the affurance to folicit a fubfcnp« 
tion in favour of fentiments that any circumflance could 
ever make me retraft. Thefe, and thefe only, are the 
principles of which you are patrons ; and the honourable 
names prefixed * to this performance, lay nie under fuch 
a future obligation of condu6t, as (hall ever male me cau- 
tious of forfeiting the advantaget I receive from them. 
They are alfo to me a lading memorial of that gratitude 
with which I am, 

Your mod obliged, moft faithful, 

And moft humble fervanr. 



HENRY BROOKE. 



* The author wm favoured with a very Aumeront and refpe^aUe 
fobfcriptioji. 
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prologue:^ 



JDRITONSI tbii night preftnts a ftaU difirefs^d^ 
■^ Tho^ brave f yet vanquijh*d\ and tho^ great ^ cpprefs^di 
yice^ rav^Ming vulture^ en her vitals prey^d^ 
Her peers y her pr elates ^ fell corruption fvjoy^di 
Their rights^ for pow^r^ tb* ambitious 'weakly fold^ 
The wealthy^ poorly, for fuperfiuous gold. 
Hence ^vajling ills, hence fevering faSlions rofe^ 
And gave large entrance to invading foes ; ' 
TruWy juftice, honour fied th* infe^ed Jbore^ 
tor freedom, f acred freedom, was no more. 

Then, greatly rifing in his country* s right^ 
Her hero, her deliverer ^ fprung to light ; 
A race of hanfy, northern fins he ledy 
Guiltlefs of courts, untainted, and unready 
Whofe inborn fpirit Jpurn^d th* ignoble fee^ 
Whofe hands f corned bondage, for their hearts were free..^ 

Jjk ye what law their conquering caufe confcf^df 
Great naturo^s law, the law within the hreqft j 
Formed by no art^ . and to nofeiS confined, 
But fiamfdby Heaven upon th* unlettered mind. 

Such, fuctf, of oldy the firft-bortL natives were^ 
Who breathed the virtues of Britannia^s air ; 
Their realm, when mighty Cafar vaitdy fought^ . 
For mightier freedom. againji Cafar fought^ 
And rudely drove the fam*d invader home^ • , 
To tyrannize o*er polijhe d^-^enal Rome, \ 

Our bard, exalted in a free-horn fU^e^ 
To ev^ry nation would transfer this claim : 
He to no ftate, no climate bounds his page ^^^ 
He bids the moral beam thr(?^ ev*ry age ; 
Then be your judgment generous as his plan^ 
Xefons of freedom l^^fdve the friend of man^. 
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MEN. 

0'i/?/>«5 King ©f Denmark and Nor- 
way, ^nd Uhirpcf of Sweden, Mr. Wnght. 

TroUio, a Swede, Archbifhop of Upfal, 
and Vicegerent to Cri/iiemy Mr. Gibber. 

Peterfon^ a Swedifh nobfeniiin, fecretly 
of the D^inifti party, and fii«dd to 
Trollioy - - Mr. Turbutt. 

Jjoertes^ a young Danifii Noblenian, at- 
tendant to Crijiina^ - Mr. Woodwand^ 

Cuftavusy formerly General of the 
Swedes, and firlTcoufin to the dc- 
ceafed King, - Mr. Quin. 

Anviduy of the royal blood of Sweden, 
friend and coufin to Gufta<vusy Mr. Milwardi, 

Anderfon^ Chief Lord of Dalecarlia, Mr. Mills. 

ArnoUus^ a Swcdifti Prieft, and chaplain 
in the copper mines of Dalecarlia, Mr. Havard., 

Sivard^ Captain of. the Dalecarliaos, Mr. Ridout., 

WOME.Ni., 

Crijlina^ daughter to Crjfiicrfty. Mrs. Giffluidi 

A^^uM Mother tolp .^ 5 1 

Gufia'vus, a child, Ji '''""!'' J Mils Cole. 
Mariana^ attendant and confident to 
Qrijtin0^ - -- Mrs. Cbetwood; 

- Soldiers^ Pealants, Meflengera, and Attendants. . 

SdENii Dalecarliai a northern province inSweden, 
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GUSTAVUS VASA. 



A C T I. 

SCENE, the tnfideof the Copper -Mines in DaUcarlia. 

Enter Anderfooi Arnoldud, and Servants^ with torches^ 

Anderson. 

YOU tell mc wonders. 
Jrn. Soft, behold, my Lord, 

[Points behind the fcena^ 
Behold him ftretch*d, where reigns eternal ni^ht, • 
The flint his pillow, and cold damps his toy'riDg ; 
Yet, bold of fpirit, and robufl of limb, 
He throws inclemency afide, nor feeU 
The lot of human frailty. 

And. What horrors hang around ! the faTage race 
Ne*er hold their den but where fome glimm*ring ray 

May bring the cheer of morn What then is he ? 

His dwelling marks a fecret in his foul. 

And whifpers fomewhat more than man about'him. 

Am. Draw but the veil of his apparent wretchednefs, 
And jou fliall find his form is but afTum'd, 
To hoard fome wond*rous treafure lodgM within. 

And. Let him bear up to what thy praifes fpeak him. 
And I will win him, fpite of his referve, 
Bind him with facred friendfhip to my foul, 
And make him half myfelf. 

Am. 'Tis nobly promised ; 
For worth is rare, and wants a friend in Sweden : 
And yet I tell thee, in her age of heroes, [ 

When nurs'd by freedom, all her fons grewgreat, \ 
And ev'ry peafant was a prince in virtue., 
I greatly err, or this abandon'd flranger ' 

Had fleppd the firfl for fame, tho* now he fecks 
To veil his name, and cloud his ihine of virtues ; 
For there is danger in them. 

And. 
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And, Troe, Arnoldus. 
Were there a prince throughoat the fceptcr'd globe. 
Who fearchM out merit for its due preferment, 
With half that care our tyrant feeks it out 
For ruifl, happy , happ]^ wtife that (Vate, 
Beyond the golden table of thofe pure 
Aod carlicft agea Wherefore tlw, goodHeaVa? 
Is it of fate, mat who afiumes a crown 
Throws off humanity ? 

Am. So Criitiem holds. 
He claims our country as by right of conqueff, 
A right to ct'rjr wrong. jLv'n now 'tis laid. 
The tyrant envies what our mountains yield 
Of health or aliment ; he comes upon us. 
Attended by a numerous hofl,> tofeize 
Thefc laft retreats of our expiring liberty. 

And. Say*ft thou \ 

Arn. This rlfing day^ this inflant hour. 
Thus chafed, we ftand upon the utmoft brink 
Of fieep perdition, and muft leap the precipice^ 
Or turn upon our hunters* 

And. Now, Guftavus ! 
Thou prop and glory of inglorious Sweden, 
Where art thou, mightiefl man ? — Were he but here««i 
1*11 tell thee, my Arnoldus, I behtldhim. 
Then when he firft drew fword, fefene and dreadful. 
As the brow'd evening erethe thunder break ; 
For foon he made it toilfome to our eyes 
To mark his fpeed, and trace the paths of conqueft ? 
In vain we foUow'd where he fwept the field ; 
'Twas death alone could wait upon Guftavus. 

Arn, He was indeed whatever our widi could form hiiii» 

And. Arrayed and beauteous in the blood of Danes, 
Th* invaders of his country, thrice he chafed 
This Criftiern, this fell conqu*ror, this ufurper, 
With rout and foul difhonour at his heels. 
To plunjjre his head in Denmark, 

Arn. Nor ever had the tyrant known return. 
To tread our necks, and blend us with the duft. 
Had he not dar'd to break thro* evVy law 
That fan&ifi^ the aatioat ; feiz'd our hero. 

The 



OUST AVUS VASA. 

The pledge .of fpecioiis treaty, tore him from us. 
And led him chain'd to Denmark. 

And, Then we fell. 
If ftill he lives, we yet may learn to rife \ 
But never can I dare to reft a hope | 

On any arm but his* 

Arn. And yet, I truft, 
Thisfhrangeri that delights to'^dwell with darknefs^ 
Vnknown, unfriended, compafs'd round with wretched- 
Conceals fome mi|^ty purpofe in his breaft^ [nefs^ 

Now laboring into birth* 

And. When came he hither ? 

Am. Six moons have changM upon the face of nighfi 
Since here he firil arriv'd, in fervile weeds. 
But yet of mien maieftic* I obferv'd him. 
And ever as I gaa&'d, fome namelefs charm, 
A wond'rous frreatneft, not to be concealed, 
Broke thro* his form, and awM my foul before him* 
Amid thefe mioes yap e^rns.the hireling's portion. 
His hands out-toil the hind, while on his brow 
Sits patience, bathed in the laborious drop 
Of painful induflry— — I oft have fought, 
With frien(Hy tender of fome worthier fervice^ 
To win him mm his temper ; but he (huns 
All offers, yet dedinM with graceful a6t, 
Engaging beyond utterance. And at eve. 
When aU retire to fome domeftic folaoe. 
He only ihiys, and, as you fee, the earth 
Receives him to her daric and cheerlefs bofom^ 

And. H^ no unwary moment e'er betray'd 
The labours of his foui, fome fav'rite grief. 
Whereon to raifeconje^ure? 

Am. I faw, asfomel^old peafants^htte deplor'd 
Their country's bondage, fudden paffion feiz'd 
And bore him from iiis teepiing ; Araight his fprm 
Was turn'd to terror, ruin fill'd his eye. 
And his prpud ftep appealed to awe the world ; 
When checked, as thro' an impotence of rage. 
Damp fadnefs foon ufprp'd upon his brow, i 

Ayd the big tear roli'd graceful dowQ his <vifage«\ 

And. Your words imply a man of much importance. 

4jf9* $oI fttfpeded, andatdeadof«ight 

Stole 
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Stole on his flumbers ; his full heart was btify. 
And oft his tongue pronpunc'd the hated name 
Of-*bloody Crilliern— There he feem'd topaufe, 
Andy recolledted to one voice, he cry'd. 
Oh, Sweden ! 6h, my 4:ountry 1 Yet Til fare thee. 

And. Forbear i he rifes Heavens, what majefly ! 

Enter Guftavus. 
Tour pardon, ftranger, if the voice of virtue, 
If cordial amity from man to man. 
And fomewhat that fhould whiiper to the foul. 
To feek and cheer the fuff'rer,'led me hither, 
Impadent to falute thee« ' Be it thine 
Alone to point the path of friendfhip out^ 
And my befl powV (hall wait upon thy fortunes. 
\ Guf. Yes, gen'rous man ! there is a wond'rous teft. 
The trueft, worthieft, nobleft caufe for friendfhip ; 
Dearer than life, than int'reft, or alliance. 
And equal to your virtues. 

And* Say, unfold* 

Guf. Art thou a foldier, a chief lord in Sweden, 
And yet a ftranger to thy country's voice. 
That loudly calb the hidden patriot forth \ 
But what's a foldier ?' What's a lord in Sweden ? 
All worth is fled or fall'n ; nor has a life 
Been fpar'd, but for dilhonour ; fpar'd to breed 
More (laves for Denmark, to beget a race 
Of new-born virgins for th' unfated luft 
Of our new mailers, Sweden, thou art no more ! 
Queen of the north ! thy land of liberty, 
Thy houfe of heroes, and thy feat of virtues. 
Is now the tomb where thy brave fons lie fpeechlefs^ 
And foreign fnakes engender. 

And. Oh, 'tis true ! 
But wherefore ? To what purpofe ? 

Guf, Think of Stockholm. 
When Criftiern feiz'd upon the hour of peace^ 
And drench'd the hofpi table floor with blood. 
Then fell the flow'r of Sweden, mighty names ! ' 
Her hoary fenators, and gafping patripts. 
The tyrant fpoke, and iiis licentious band 
Of blood-train'd miniflry were loos'd to ruin* 
Invention wanton'd in the toil of infants 
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Siabb'd on tht bread, or recking on the points 

Of fportive jarelins. Hufbands, fons, and GxeSp 

With dying cars drank in the loud dcfpair 

Of ilirieking chaftity% The wafte of war 

Was peace and AiendHiip to this civirmallacre. 

Oh, heav'n and earth 1 is there a caufe for this ? 

For fin without temptation, calm, cool villainy, 

©elib'rate liiifchief, wnimpaffion'd lull, 

And fmiling murder ? Lie thou there, my foul : 

-Sleep, deep upon it, image not the form 

Of any dream but this, till time grows pregnant| 

And. thou <:anft wake to vengeance. [fortki. 

^ijtd* Thou'ft greatly movM me* Ha I thy tears ftart 
Yes, let them flow, our country's fare demands them i . ; 
I too will mingle mine, while yet 'tis left us / 

To weep in fecret, and to figh with fafeiy* ' 

But wherefore talk of vengeance ? 'Tis a word 
Should be engraven ©n the new-fairn fnow, 
Where the firft beam may melt it from obfervancc. 
Vengeance on Criftlcrn 1 Norway and the Dane, 
The foQSof Swed^^ all the peopled north, 

Bends at his nod My humbler boaft of powV 

Meant not to cope with crowns. 

Gu/. Then what remains 
Is briefly this ; yovrr friendfliip has my thanks. 
But muft not ray accept^ince. Never— no— • 
Firft (ink, thou baleful man (ion, to the centre. 
And be thy darknefs doubled round my head, 
Ere I forfake thee for the blifs of Paradife, 
To be cnjoyM beneath a tyrant's fceptre : 
No, that were wilful llavery—— Freedom i« 
The brilliant gift of Heav'n, 'tis reafon's felfi 
The kin of Deity— —I will not part it>, 

And. Nor I, while I can hold it ; but, ala» ! 
That is not in our choice. 

Gu/. Why ? Where's that pow'r whofe enginet arc of ^ 
To bend the brave and virtuous man to flavery ? [forc^ 
Bafe fear, the lazinefs of luft, grofs appetites, 
Tbe&are the ladders, and the groveling fbot-ftool, 
From whence the tyrant rifes oft oUf wrongs, 
Secure and fcepter'd in the foul's fervility. 
He ha* dcbauch'd tht genius of our country, 

B A»i 
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And rides triumphant, while her captivt foas 
Await his nod, the filken flares of plenfure. 
Or fcttcrM in their fears. 

And^ I apprehend you. 
No doubt, a bafe fubmiffion to our wfXMig^ 
May well be term'd a voluntary bondage : 
Bui think the heavy hand of pow*r is on us ; ^ 
Of pow*r,'from whofe iinpriionment and chains 
Not all our free-born virtue can protect us. 

Guf, 'Tis there you err ; for I ha<re felt thrir force; 
And had I yielded to enlar^re thefe limbsy 
Ojp fhare the tyrant's empire, on the terms 
Which he propes'd, I were a flave indeed. 
No, in the deep and deadly damp of dungeons^ 
The foul can rear her fceptre, fmile in anguiiby 
And triumph o*er oppreifion. 

And, Ob, glorious fpirit ! Think not I am flack 
To relifli what thy noble fcope intends ; 
But then the means, the peril, and the confeqtiencc ! 
Great are tlie oddsj and who (hall dare the trial ? 

Guf, I dare. 
Oh, wcrt.thou ftill that gallant chief 
Whom once I knew ! I could unfold a purpofe. 
Would make the greatnefs of thy heart to fwell. 
And burft in the conception. 

And, Give it utterance. 
Perhaps there lie fomc embers yet in Sweden, 
Which, wsflcenM by thy breath, might rife in flames. 
And fpread tincl Stive round. You fay you know .me ; 
But give a tongue to fuch a caufe as this. 
And if you hold me tardy in the call, 
You know me not. But thee I've furely known \ 
For there is fomewhat in that voice and form, 
Which has alarm 'd my foul to recoUe&ion : 
But 'tis as in a dream, and moCks my reach. 
. Guf* Then name the man whom it is death to know. 
Or, knowing, to conceal— and I am he. 

And. Guftavus ! Heav'ns ! 'Tis he ! 'tis he hlmfelf! 
Enter Arvidft, /peaking t» a Servant, 

Arv, I thank you, friend; he's here; you may retire. 
* \Exit Servant. 

JnJ. 
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^tidi Good morning to my noble guefl ; you're early. 

SGui^avus tvalks apartm 
hady lealre. 
Tis faid, that from the mountain's neighbVing brow . 
The canvas of a thoufand tents appears, 
Whitening the vale— — Suppofe the tyrant there ; 
You know my fafety lies not m the intcrvic*^— 
Ha ! what is he, who, in thcihreds of ilavery 
Supports a flep foperior to the Hate 
And infohnce of ermine I 

Guf, Sure that voice 
Was once the voice of friendfhip and Arvida f 

j^mf. Ha ! Yes,, 'tis he ! — ye pow'rs, it is Guftavus I 

Guf. Thoirbrother of adoption Mn the bond 
Of ev'ry virtue wedded to my fouf. 
Enter my heart i \tn thy property. 

jirnf. I'm loll in joy, and wond'rous circumftance. 

Guf. Yet, wherefore, my Arvida, wherefore is it. 
That in a phce, and at a time like this. 
We fhould thus meet ? Can Criftiem ceafc from cruelty } 
Say, whence is. this, my brother ^ How cfcap'd you ? 
Did I not leave thee in the Danifli dungeon } 

-rflrv. Of that hereafter. Let me view thee firft. . 
How graceful is the garb of wrctchednefs, / 

When worn by virtue ! Falhions turn to folly % ' 
Their colours tamifli, and their pomps grow poor 
To her magnificence* 

Gufl Yes, my Arvida \, 
Beyond the iRveeping of the proudefl train 
That ihades a monarch's heel, I prize thefe weeds ; 
For they are facred to my country's freedom. 
A mighty enterprize has bren conceiv'd. 
And thou art come aufpicious to the birth, 
As fent to ffx the fcal of heav'n upon it. * 

Arv. Point but thy purpose — let it be to bleed——* 

Guf Your hands, ray friends. 
jUl. Our hearts. 
Gi^/T I know they're brave. 
Of fuch the time has need, of hearts like yours. 
Faithful and firm, of hands inur'd and ilrong ; 
For we mull ride upon the neck of danger. 
And plunge iiuo a purpofe big with d^th» 

B 2 dnd. 
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And. Here let us kneel, aad bind u» to thy fide* 
By all 

Gh/. No, hold— if wc want oaths to j(»nu8» 
Switc let us parr, from pole to pole ai'under. 
A caufe Mice ours is its own facrament ; 
Truth| juftice, reafou, love, and .liberty, 
Th* eternal links that clafp the world, are in it ; 
And he who breaks their fandtion, breaks all law^ 
And infinite connection. 

Arn, True, iny Lord, 

And, And fuch the force I feel. 

Arv. And I. 

Atn, And all. 

Guf, Know then, that ere our rpyal Stenon fell, 
\V hile this my valiant couiia and myielf. 
By chains and treach'ry lay detained in Denmark, 
Upon a dark and unfufpe^d hour, 
The bloody Criiliern fought to take my head* 
Thanks to the ruling Pow'r, within whofe eye 
ImbofomM ills, and mighty treafons roll, 
Prevented of their blacknefs-^— I efcap'd,. 
Led by a gen Vous arm, and foine tim^ lay 
Conceal'd in Denmark ; for my forfeit head 
Became the price of crowns* Each port and paib 
Was iliut ag^nii; my pai&ge ; till I heard, 
That Stenop, valiant StenoH fell in battle* 
And freedom was no more. Oh, then whtrbouodt 
Had pow*r to hem the defp'rate ? I o'erpafs'd thcrn^ 
Travers'd all Sweden, thro' ten thpufana focf| 
Impending perils, and furrounding tongjucSi 
That from himfelf ^qnirM Guilavufroat« 
Witnefs, my country, how I toilM to wake 
Thy fons to liberty— In vain ; for fear, 

Cold fear, had feiz'd on all -Here laft I came* 

And iliut me from the fun, whofe hatoful beamfr 
Serv'd but to (liew the ruins of my country^ 
When here, mjr friends, 'twas here, at length, I fiiund. 
What I had left to look for, gallant fpirits, . 
Li the rough form of untaught peafantry. 

And, Indeed they once Were brave ;. our Dalc^afEaoi 
Have oft been known to give a law to kings ; 
And as their only wealth has been their liberty. 

From 
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From all th' unmeafor'd gmfptags of ambidon 

Have held that gem untouch'd— -tfao* now *tis fear' d ■■■ 

Guf. It is, not fi^ar'd— I fay, they ftill fliall hold it. 
I Ve fearch'd thefe men, and find them like the (oil,. 
Barren without, and to the eye unlovely. 
But they've their mines vn^thin ; and this the day 
1)1 which I mean to prove them* 

^m. Oh, Guftavus I 
Moft aptly haft thou caught the paffing hour 
XTpon wbofe critical and fated hinge 
The flate qf Sweden turns. 

Guf, And to thishttup 
Fve tkerefore held me in this dacklome womby, 
That fends me forth as to a fecond binh 
Of freedom, or thro' death to reach eternity. , . 
This day, rcturn'd with evVy circling year. 
In thoufands pours the mountain peafants fort^,. 
£ach with his batter*d arms and rufly helm. 
In fportive difcipHne well train!d, and prompt 
Agamft the day of peril. Thus difguis'd,. 

Already have! (lirr'dth^ir latent fpackft> 

Of flumb'ring virtue, apt as I could wifb, 
To warm bepre the lighEtcA breath of liberty. 

jlrn. How will they kindle, when, confefs'd to vicw^ 
Once more their loy*d Gu{lavu»-iland| before them|, 
And pours his blaze of virtues on their fouls ! 

j^. It cannot fail. 
' Afui. It has a 'glorioas afpe^t . 

jfrv. Now,. Sweden, rife and re-ailert thy rights^ 
©r be for ever falL'n. . . 

jifui. Then beat foi. 

jirn. Lead on , thou arm of war, 
To death orvi6tory. 

Gu/\ Let us embrace. 
Why, thus, my friends, thus- join'd in fuchacauie^ 
Are we not equal toa hoft of ilaves ? 
You fay th^ foe's at hand— Why , let tlfem come ; . 
Steep are our hill^, nor eafy of accefs,' 
And few 'the hours we alk for their, reception! 
For I wiU^t^e thefe ruftic fonsof libeny . 
Ih-the firfl warmth and hurry of their fouls ; 
And ihould til^ tyrant thea attempt our heights^^ 

B 3, He 
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He comes upon hb fiite^^-^Arife, (hmi Rur! 
Haile, hafic to rouze tbce t» cbe call of Uiyercy, 
That HM OBce more fehite thy HKMraing beam. 
And hail thee to thj fetdng. 

Am. Oblefs'dToicel 
Prolong that note but one fhoit day ikfo^ Sweden^ 
And tho* the fun and life ftiDuld tettogethcr. 
It matters not— —we fliallhave liv'd that day. 

jfrv. Were it not wotth the haxard of a lite 
To know if Criftiern leads his pow'rs in peribn. 
And what his fcope intends ? Be nuiie that ta(k, 
K?*n to the tyrant 8 tent 1*11 win my way, 
And mingle with hts councils. 

Gujt. Go, my friesd. 
Dear as thou ^n^ whene'er our country calls, 
Friends, fons, and fires ihould yield their traiTure up. 
Nor own a icnfe beyond the publick iafety. 
But tell me, my Atrida, 'ene thou goeft. 
Tell me what hand has made thy friend its debtor. 
And giv'n thee up to freedom and Guibvus ^ 

Arv, Ha ! let me think of that, 'tb fure ihe loves him. 

Away thou ikdnce and jaundice eye of jealoufy, 
Tha< t6mt>ts my foul to ficken at perfedion ; 

Away ! I will, unfoWii T o thyfelf 

Arvida owes his freedom* 
Gsji. HoWi my friend ? [dungeon 

jirv. Some months are psfs'd fince in the Daniih 
With caite emaciate, and unwholeforoe damps 
SickVing I lay, chain'd to my flinty bed. 
And calrd on death to eafe me— ilrait a light 
Shone round, as when the miniihy^ of heav'n 
Dcfcends to kneeling faints. But Oh ! the form 
That pour'd upon my fight Ye angels fpenk ! 

For ye al^ne are like her ; or prefent 
Such Tifions pi6lurM to the nightly eye 
Of fancy trans'd in bliis. She then approacb'd, 
The foueft pattern of embodied meeknefs. 
For pity had dirinely touched her eye^ 
And barmonizM her motions ■ Ah, ihecxy^d. 
Unhappy Araoger, art not thou the man 
Whofe virtues h»ve codear'd thcc toGuibvusf 
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C?«/. Quftavof didlhcfay? 

^v. Y^8, yes, ber lips 
.BreathM forth that name with a ]>ecuTiar fwcctneTs* 
Looft'd from my bands^ I rofe, at her command, 
When, ibarce recovering fpcech, I would hay* kneel'd. 
But hailc thee, hafte thee tor thy life, ftie cry*d i 
And O, if e'er thy envied eyes behold 
Tl|y lov*d Ouftavus ; fay, a^ gentle foe 
Has giv*n thee to his friendthip. 

Guft. You've much amaz'd me I Is h^r name a fecrct t 

Arv. To me it is ' but you perhaps may guef$» 

Ga^. Noy on my "word. 

Arv^ You too had your deliverer. 

Gujl. A kind, but not a fair one— Well, my friends t 
Our caufe h rijie, and calls us forth to adion. 
Tread ye not lighter ? Swells not evVy bread 
With ampler fcopc to take your country in. 
And breath the caufe of virtue ? Rife, ye Swede^l 
Rife greatly equal to this hour's importance* 
On us the eyes of future ages wait, 
And this day's arm flrikes forth decifive fete; 
This day, that ihall forever fink— — or fave ; 
And make each Swede a monarch —"-or a flave* 

End of the Fiasr Act. 
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, SCENE ^he Camp. 
Enter CnMcfUf ^endants^ &c. Trollio mitshitfh 

Teollio. 

ALL hail, moft mighty of the thrones of Europe ? 
The mornfalutes thet with aufptciousbrighoaKfir^ 
No vapour frowns, prophetic o» her bnnv^ 
But the clear fun, who travels with thy arms. 
Still fmiles, attendant on thy growing greatnefs z 
His' evening eye ihall fee thee peaceful lord 
Of all the aorthy of iitinoft Scandinam i 

Whcfttt 
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Whence thou ma^'fl pour thy conquefts o*er the eattli>, 
^i\\ fartheft India glows beneath thy empire. 
And Lvbia knows no regal name but yours. 

Cri/f. Yes, Trollio, I confefs the godlike thirft^ 
Ambition, that wouM drink a fca. of glory • 
But what from Dalecarlia ? 

Tra/L Late laft nighti 
I fent a trufly flave to Peterfon,. 
And hourly wait fome tidings. 

CnJ. Think you?— Sure 
The wretehes will- not dare fuch quick perdition. 

TrolL I think they will not — Tho' of old I know then» 
All born to broils, the very fons of tumult ; 
Wafte is their wealth, and mutiny their birthright. 
And this the yearly fever of their blood, 
Their holiday of war ; a day apart, 
Torn out from peace, and facred to rebellion^ 
Oft has their battle hung upon the brow 
Of yon wild flcep, a living cloud of mifchiefs, 
Pregnant with plagues^ and empty'd on the headlf 
Of many a monarch. 

t>j^. Monarcbs they were nor, 
Pageants of wax, the mouldings of the populace . 
Tame, paultry idols, fcepter'd up.for fliew^,. 
And garnifhM into royalty — ^No, Trollio, 
King^ fhould be felt if they wou'd find obedience ;, 
The oeaft has fenfe enough to know his rider :- 
When the knee trembles, and . the -^and grows flacky. 
He cads for libeny ; but bends and turns 
For him that leaps with boldhefs on his baek, 
And (purs him to the hit. 

Enter aGenfkman UJher^ and /ever^ Pea/ants^ Vi)h^ kncttf 
and idw at a difiaace^ 

Qtifi Wh«^flavcs are thofe ?- 

Gent. My gracious liege, your fubje&^. 

Crift. Whence ? r 

Geni. 0£ Sweden, 
From Anger mannia, from Heliingb feme, ^ 
Some from Gemtiai^ andNeridan pravtnceH. > 

Crifii Their bu&nefs. 

Genu. 
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Gent, They come to fpeak tljcir griefs* 

Crifiy Their griefs ! their infolence ! 
Is no( the camel mate beneath his burden ? 
Were they not born to bear ^ Away I— Hold ! comc^ 
What wou'd thcfe murmurcrs ? 

Genu Moft roya! Criilieriif 
They fay they have but one— one gracious King> 
And yet are bow'd beneath a hoft of tyrants^ 
Talk- mafters, foldiers, gatherers of fiibfidies. 
All officers of rapine, rape, and murder ; 
Will-doing potentates, the lords of licencey 
Who weigh their fweatand blood , and heavier (hame^ 
Ev*n as a feather puff*d away in fport^ 
The paftimc of a gale. 

Crifi, V\\ hear no more, 
1 know ye, well I know ye, yt bafe fupplicants ; 
Fear is the only worftiip of your fouls, 
And ever where ye hate, ye yield obeyfance* 
Wretches ! Shall I go poring on the earth. 
Left my imperial foot ihould t^ead on emmets ? 
Is it for you I muft controul my ibldier, 
And coop my eagles from their carrion i No-» 
Are ye not commoners, vile tbin^^s in nature, , 
Poor ^ricekfspeafantft ? flares can know no property \ 
Out of my fight! ' [ExiMnt Pei^aats^ 

Enter Arviioi guardeJ^ and a Geiukmwt. 

Arv. Now, fate, Tm caught^ ami what remaint is oH* 

Gr»/« A prifoner, good my lord. ' iviouibi 

O-/^. When taken? 

Gent* Now, ev'n here^ before your tent ; 
f mark'd lus catelefs a<ition, but his eye 
Of Audied obfervation^-^then his port 
And bafe attire ill fwing^'-^I encjuir*d,^ 
But found he was a ilran^er* 

CriJI, Ha! obicrve. 
(DamnM affe^^tion) what a fallen {corn 
Knits up his brow, and frowns upon our prefence. 

What ay— — thou wou*dft he thought a myftcry^ 

Some greatnefe in eclipfe— ^Whence art thou, flave ? 
%lent? Nay, then— >rBring forth the torture there ■■ ■ « 
A fmtle ! Damnation ! ■ How the wretch alTumes 
The wreck of flate. the fuff Ving f(»ul of majeily. 

WhH 
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What have we rfO pre-eminence, no claim ? 
Doft thou not know thy life is in our powV > 
jirv. 'Tis therefore I defpife it, 
Cr^. Matchlefs infolence ! 
What art thou ? Speak ! ^ 

jirv* Be fure no friend to thee ; 
For I'm a foe to tyrants. 

Crifi, Fiends and fire t 

A whirlwind tear thee, moft audacious traitor. [Criftiern. 
jirv. Do, rage and chafe, thy wrath's beneath me. 
How poor thy pow'r, how empty is thy happincfs, 
When fach a wretch, as I appear to be, 
Can ride thy temper, harrow up thy form. 
And (Iretch thy foul upon the rack of paffioa. [hence ? 
Crifi. I'll know thee— I will know thee I Bear him. 
Why, what are Kings, if (laves can brave us thus ? 
Go, TroUio, hold him to the rack — ^Tear, fearch him. 
Prove him thro* cv*ry poignance, IKng him deep. 

[Exit Trollio tvif/j hrf\^i» guardtd^ 
Enter a Mejfeftger as in h^e. 
Cri/^. What wouM'il thou, fellow^ . 
JU^.* O myibvereignlord, 
I ain come fatt and far, from ev*n?tiHmom, 
Five times Tve crofsM the ihade of ilecplcfs night 
Impatientof thy prefence* . . 

Crift. Whence? 
* M}ffl From Denmark ; 
Commtnded from the conlbrtof thy throne 
To fpeed and privacy. [,Q>^^ otrt,. 

Criifi. Your words wouM taftc of terror,— Wrctchj^ 
Nor dare to tremble here— for didfl thou bear ^ 

Thy tidings from a thoufand leagues around, 
UnmovM, I move the whole, the centering save. 
Where turns that mighty circle— Speak thy RMiiIage«, • 

Mejf. A fecret malady, my gracious liege, 
Some fadUous vapour, rifen from off the Ikirts 
Offouthmofl Norway, hasdiffusM its bane. 
And wges now within the heart of Denmark, 
dtij. It muft not, cannot, 'tis impoffiblef 
What, my own Diines ? Nay, then the world wants weed- 
1 will not* bear it ■ Hell ! Td rather fee, ['°g- 

1 hU earth a dofart, defQlate and wiM, 

And 
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At>d like the lion flalk my lonely roun^i 

FamiA'd and roaring for my prcy> ' ■ ; Call TroUio^ 

ril have men ftudied, deeply read in mifchiefs* 

Enter a Servant^ ^bo kneels andddvvers a letter ^ 
C^rtft. From whom ? 
Serv. From Peterfon, 

• ^r/)f. ToTrolHo. Right. ^ iReads. 

How's tjhis?^— Be gone ■ .ii 

Oo all— — without there wait my plca&ret 

curfe ! How hell has tim'd its plagues ! 

Enter Troliio* 

Orijl, Come near, my Trpllio. 
We've heard ill news from Denmark— that's a trifle—— 
But'here*s to blaft thy eyes— —Read 

<tron. Ha ! Guftavus ! 
Se near us, and in arms ! Ttime 

Crift* What's to be done? Nowi TroUio^ nowVthe 
To fubtUize thy'fouJ, found every depth, 
^Hd waken all the wond'rous flatefman in thee. 
Fori muft tell thee (fpite of pride and royalty. 
Of guarding armiesj and of circling nations 
That bend beneath my nod) this curs'd Guflavus 
Invades my ihrinking fpirits, awes my heart, 

A nd -fits upon my flumbers ^^ — All in vain , 

Has he been danng, and have 1 been vigilant; 

Spite of himfelf he ftill evades the hunter, 

And if there's pow V in heav'n or hell it guards him* i 

When wis I vanquifli'd, but when he oppos'd me ? 

When have Iconquer'd, but when he was abfent ? 

His nameVa hoft, a terror to my legions. 

And by my. tripled crown, I fwear, Guftavus, 

1 'd rather meet all £urope for my Toe, 
Than fee thy face in arms ! " . 

TrolL Be calm, my liege ; 
And liften to a fecret big with confequence. 
That gives thee back the fecond man on earth 
Whofe valour cou'd plant fears aropnd thy throne ; 
Thypris'ner ^— 

Criji. What of him?' 

TfoL The prince Arvida, 

CrfJI. How ! 
. " ' Tnlh 
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Tr^fl. TKcfame* 

4ififi* My royal faptivc ? 

TrcU. Moftccrtam. 

Crifi. Now then *tii pUm who fcnt \Am hltfaen 

Pray give roc leare, wy Lord— —a thought comes croft 
I ( fo be muft be our» — -r— [Faujts^ 

Your {uirdop for aqucftion— — Has Arvida 
E'er fcen your beatMeow <taug!ltcr, your Crifiina ? 
Crifim Nev«r— yes — poffibly he might, that day 
When the ^road^r^Gudavus and Arvida, 
Thro* Copenhagen drew a length of chain. 
And grac'd my chariot wheels— but why the queftion ? 
' Tr^L Pll tell you — while e'en now he flood before ut 
1 mark'd hU high demeanouf, and my eye 
Claim'd fome remembrance of him, tho' in cloudy 
Boubtful and didaot, but a nearer ricw 
RenewM the characters cfl&c*d by abfence, 
Yet, left he might prefume upon a friendfhip 
Of aocienrleague between us, I diflembled. 
Nor ieem'dto know him On he proudly ftrode^ 

As who (lioukl fay, Back, fortune, know thy diftance ! 
Thus fteadily he pafs'd, and mock'd his fate. 
When, lo ! the Pi incefs to her morning walk 
Came forth attended— r—— quick amazement feiz'd 
Arvida at the ilght ; his ftepB took root, 
A tremor fliook him ; and his alt'ring cheek 
Now fiidden flufit'd, then fled its wonted colour; 
While with an eager and intemp*rate look 
He benrhiv form, and hung upon her beauties. 

Crijt, Hal Didourdaughtcrnotehim? 

TroU. No, my Lord; 
Sh^ pafs'd rcgardle fir Strait hit pride fell from hiiD, 
And at her name he darted* 
Then heav*d a iigh, and caft t look tohejiv'n, 
Of fuch a mu«, yet eloquent emotion, 
As feem'd to fay, Now, tate, thou haft prevail'd^ 
And found one wjnr to triumph o*er Arvida ! 

Crifi. But whitoer wou'd this lead ? 

Troll. Lift, lift, my Lord ! 
While thus his foul's unfeated; fliook by paiSon, 
Cou*d we tngage him to betray Guftavus.' i ■ ■ »• 
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Crtft, O empty hope! Impofiible^ my Trollio, 
Do I not know him, and the curs'd Guftavus? 
Both fix'd in refolution deep as hell, 
And proud as high Olympus ! 

TrdU Ah, my liege, 
No mortal footing treads fo firm in virtue^ 
As always to abide theflipp'ry path, 
Nor deviate with the bias— Some have fcw> 
But each man has his failing, fome defeat 
Wherein to Aide temptation Leave him to mc« 

Crift. I know thou haft a ferpentizing genius, 
Canil wind the fubtleft mazes of the foul, 
And trace her wand'rings to the fource of adlion. 
If thou canfl: bend this proud one to our purpofe, 

And make the lion crouch, 'tis well ir not. 

Away at once, and fweep him from remembrance*, . 

TrolU Then Imuft promifedeep. 

Crtft. Ay, any thing ; out-bid ambition. 

Troll. Love? ^ [bimj. 

Crtft. Ha ! Yes— rour daughter too — if (he can brib^ 
But then to win him to Betray his friend? 

Troll, O doubt it not, my Lord— for if he loves, 
As fure he greatly does, I have a ftratagem 
That holds the certainty of fate within it. 
Love is a paffion whofc effects are various^ 
It ever brings fome change upon the foul. 
Some virtue, or fome vice, 'till then unknown. 
Degrades the hero, and makes cowards valiant. 

Crift. True, when it pours upon a youthful temper. 
Open and apt to take the torrent in ; 
It owns no limits, no reftraint it knows. 
But fweeps all down tho' heav'n and hell oppofe ;^ 
Ev'n virtue rears in vain her facred mound, 
Kaz'd in its rage, or in its fwelliugs drown'd. \Exeuni\ 

SCENE 6ptns and-difiovers Arvida in chains^ guards pre^ 
paring injlruments of death and torture. He advances in. 
confufion. 

Artv. Off, off, vain cumbrance, ye conilij^ing thoughts! 
Leave me to heav'n. O peace ! — It will not be 
Juft when I rofe above niortality, 
To pour her wdnd'rous weightof charms upon mc ! 

C At 
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Atfuch a time, it was, it was too much 1 
To pluck tbefoartng pinion of my foul. 
While eaglc-ey'd fliQ held her flight to heav'n. 
O'er pain and death triumphant ! Help, ye faints. 
Angelic minifters, defcend, defcend ! 
And Uftn>e to myfelf ; hold, bind my heart 
Firm and uofhaken in th' approaching ruin. 
The wreck of earth-bom frailty ! and, O heav'n i 
For.cv'ry pang thefe tortur'd limbs (hall feel, 
Defcend in ten -fold blefiings on Guftavus ! 
Yes, h\e£i him, blcfs him ! Crown his hours with joy, 
His head with glory, and his arms with conqueft ; 
Set his firm foot upon the neck of tyrants, 
And be his name the balm of every lip 
That breathes thro' Sweden ! Worthieft to be fHrd 
Their friend, their chief, their father, and their king! 
Enter Trollio, 

Troll. Unbmd your prifoner, 

jfrv. How ? 

Troll, You have your liberty, 
And may depart unqueflion'd. 

Arv* Do not mock me. 
It is not to be thought, while powV remains, 
ThatCrifticrn wants a reafbn to be cruel. 
But let him know I wou*d not be obliged. 
He who accepts the favours of a tyranr 
Shares in his guilt ; they leave a ftain behind them, 

TroIL You wrong the native temper of his Ibul; 
Cruel of force, but. never of eletftlon : 
Prudence compell'd him to a fhew of tyranny ; 
Howe'er thofe politicks are now no more, 
And mercy in her turn fhall fhine on Sweden. 

jirv. Indeed ! It were a ftrange, a blefsM revctfe, 
Devoutly to be wifh'd, but then tire caufe^ 
The caufe, my Lord, muilfurely be uo^mmon* 
May I prefume ? 
Perhaps a fecret. 

TroJL No ^or if it were, 

The boldnefs of thy fpirit claims refpedl, 

And (hould be anfwer'd. Know, the only man. 

In whom our monarch ever knew repulfe. 

Is 
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Is now our friend ; that terror of the field, 
Th' invincible Guflavus. 
Arv. Ha ! friend to Criftiern ? Guard thyfelf, my heart t 

Norfecm to take alarm— -Why, good mv Lord, 
What terror is there in a wretch profcrib'd, 
Naked of means, and diftant as Guflavus ? 

TrolU There you miilake— Nor knew we till this hour 

The danger was fo near From yonder hill 

He fends propofals. back'd with all the pow'rs 
Of Dalecarlia, thole licentious refokues, 
Who, having nought to hazard in the wreck, 
Arc ever foremoft to foment a florm. 

Arv, I were too bold to queftion on the terms, 

jPIW/. No— truft me, valiant man, whoe'er thou art,. 
I wouM do much to win a worth like thine, 
By any a6lo£fervice,or of confidence. 
The terms Guftavus claims, indeed, are haughty ; 
The freedom of his mother and hisMer, 
His forfeit province, Gothland, and the ifles 

Submitted to hisfceptre But the league^ 

The bond of amity, ftnd laOing friendfhip, 
Is, that he claims Criftina for his bride. 
You ftart, and i'eem furpriz'd* 

Ar*v> A fudden pain 

{uft (Iruck athwart my breaft Bat fey, my Lord, 
thought you namM- Criflina, 

Troll Yes. , ■ 

Aw. O torture ? \Afide. 

What of her, my good Lord ; . 

TrolL I faid, Guflavus claimMher for his bride. 

Jr*if* His bride ! his wife ! 
You did not mean his wife ! Do fiends feel this ? [AJtdei 
Down, heart, nor tell thy anguilh ? f'ray excufe me, 
Did you not fay, the Princefs was his wife ? 
Whofe wife, my Lord ? 

Troll, I did not fav what was, but what mufl: be. 

Ar*v, Touching Guftavus, was it not ? 

Troll. The fame. 

Ar'V. His bride ! 

Tioll. \ fay his bride, his wife ; his lov'd Criflina ! 
Criftina, fancied in the very prime 

C z And 
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And youthful fmile of nature ; form'd for joys 
Unknown to mortals. You fcem indifpos'd. 

A^* Thecrime of conftitution— Oh, Guftavus ! [Jfide* 
This is too much !— And think you then, my Lord— 
What, will the royal Criftiern e'er confent 
To match his daughter with his deadlief): foe ? 

Troll. What fliould he do ? War elfe muft be etemaL 
Befides, fome rumours from his Daniih realms 
Make peace effential here. 

jirv. Yes, peace has fweets, 
That Hybla never knew ; it fleeps on down, 
Cull*d gently from beneath the Cherub's wings ; 
No bed for mortals — —Man is warfare— All 
A hurricane within : yet friendfhip Hoops, 
And gilds the gloom with falfehood — fmiles andvamifh ! 
For Aill the florm grows high 9 and then noihore 
No rock to fplit on ! "^Twere a kind perdition 
To (ink ten thoufand fathoms at a plunge, 
And fallen on oblivion ■« there we hold 
And all is [FainiSm 

Trolh Help, bear him up. O potency of love I 
That plucks this noble fabrick from his bafe. 
Bend, bend him forward— He revives — How fare you ? 

Aw, I know not — yet a dagger were moft friendly. 
Return me, Trollio, O return me back 
To death, to racks \ Undone, undone Arvida ! 

Troll, Is't poffiblc, my Lord I the Prince Arvida ! 
My friend ! \^Emliraces hm. 

Arv. Confufion to the name ! \Tums. 

TrolL Why this, good heav'n ? And wherefore thut 
difguis'd ? 

Arv* Yes, that accomplifh'd traitor, that Guftavus ; 
While he fat planning -private fcenes of happinefs, 
O welldiflembled f He, he fent me hither ; 
My friendly, unfufpe^nj; heart a facrifice. 
To make death fure, and rid him of a rival. 

TrolU A rival ! Do you then love Criftiern's daughter ? 

Arn). Name her not, Trollio ; fince fhe can't be mine : 
Guftavus ! how, ah ! how haft thou deceiv'd me ! 
Who could have look'd forfalftiood from thy brow ? 
Whofe heav'nly arch was as the throne of virtue, 
Thy eye appear'd a fun to chear the world, 

Thy 
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Thy bofom truth'^ ftir palace, and thy arms, 
Benevolent, the harbour for mankinjd. 

TrolU What's to be done ? ^liere me, valiant Prince, 
I know not which moft fways roe to. thy intVefts, 
My love tt) thee, or'hatred to Guftavus, [quickly ! 

Ar*v. Wou'd you then fave me? Think, contriveic 
Lend me your ti:oopj5 — by all the powVs of vengeance. 
My felt will face this terror of the north. 
This fon of fame — this— O Guflavus — What ? 
Where had I wander'd p-^-Stah my bleeding country I 
Save, (hield me from that thought.. 

TroU. Retire, my Lord ; 
For fee, the Princefs comes. 

Arn;, Where, Trollio, where ? 
Ha ! Yes, Ih^ comes indeed ! her beauties drive 
Time, place, and truth, and circumftance before them V 
Perdition pleafc® there — ^puU-p-tear me from her ! 
Yet mull 1 gaze— but one— f-bu tone look more. 
And I were loft for ever. [Exeunu^ 

Enter Criftina, Mariana, aud Attendants^ 
Crtftina, Fofbid it,.ftiame ! forbid it, virgin modcfty. 
No, no, my friend, Guftavus ne'er {hall know it. 
O I am over-paid with confcious plcafure ; 
The fenfe but to have fav'd that wond'rous man,. 
Is ftill a fmiling cherub in ray breaft. 
And whifpers peace within. [quence,. 

Mar>. ' ris ftrange a man, of his high note and confe-- 
Shou'd fo evade the bufy fearch of thoufands ; 
That fix long months have (hut him from enquiry,. 
And not an eye can trace him to his covert. 

Crijilnun Oiice 'twas not fo, each infant lifp'd, Gaftavus t ' 
It was the favVite name of ev'ry language, 
His fli'ghteft motions fill'd the world with tidings ; 
Wak'd he, or llept, fame watch'd th'important hour^ , 
And nations told it roun4. 

Mar, I've heard, my Princefs, 
What time Guftavus lay detain'd in Denmark, 
Your royal father fought the hero's faiendftiip, , 
And offer'd ample ten\is of peace and amity. 

Crijiina, He did; he otjbr'd that, my Mariana, , 
For which contending monarchs fu'd in vain, 
H5 ofterM mc, hia daiiing, his Criftina ; . 

C 3 Bati 
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But I was flighted, flighted by a captivci 
Tho* kingdoms fwell'd my dower. 

Mar* Amazement fix me, 
Rejc6led by Guftavus I 

Crtftina. Yes, Mariana;— but rejcfted nobly. 
Not worlds cou dwin him to betray his country ! 
Had he confented, I had then defpls'd him* 
What's all the gaudy glitter of a crown ? 
What, but the glaring meteor of ambition. 
That leads a wretch benighted in his errors. 
Points to the gulph, and.fhines upon deftru<5tion. 

Mar, You wrong your charms, vvhofe pow'r might ic- 
Things oppofne in nature — Had he fcen you ! — [concile^ 

Crijlina* He has, my Mariana, he has feen me. 

I'll tell thee yet while inexpert of years, 

I heard of bloody fpoils, the wafte of war, 

And dire conflicting man ; Guftavus' name 

Superior role, Hill dreadful in the tale : 

Then firft he feiz'd my infancy of foul. 

As fomewhat fabled of gigantic ficreenefs, 

Too huge for any form ; he fcar'd my fleep,. 

And fiUM my young idea. Not ihe boaft 

Of all his virtues, graces only known 

To him, and heav'nly natures ! cou'd erafe 

The ilrong imprefTion ; 'till that wond'rous day 

In which he met my eyes. But O, O heav'n \ 

O^love, and all ye cordial pow'rs of pallion ! 

What then was my amazement ! he was chain'd. 

Was chain'dy my Mariana I Like the robes 

Of coronation, worn by youthful kings, 

He drew his (hackles. The Herculean nerve 

Braced his young arm ; and. foftcn'd in his cheek 

Liv'd more than woman's fweetnefs ! Then his eye. \ 

His mdn ! his native dignity ! He look'd, 

As tho' he led captivity in chains. 

And all were flaves around. 

Mar* Did he obferve you ^ 

Criftina. He did> for as I trembled, look'd and figh'di. 
His eyes met mine ; hefix'd their glories on me. 
Confufion thrill'd me then, and fecrct joy, 
Fail throbbing, llole its treafurcs from my heart, 
^nd mantling upward, tura'd my face tacrimfon- 

I wifliM 
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I wifli'd but did not dare to look he gas^d ; 

When fudden, as by force, he turn'd away, 
And would no more behold me* 

. Enter Laertes; 
Laer. Ah, bright imperial maid ! my royal miHrcrs ! 
Crifiina. What wou'dfl thou fay ? Thy looks fpeak 

terror to me. 
Laer. O you are ruin'd facrific'd, undone ! 
I heard it all ; your cruel, cruel father 
Has fold you, giv'n you up a fpoil to treafon, 
The purchafe of the nobleU blood on earth 
Guftavus ! 

Criftina. Ah ! What of him ? Where, where is he ? 
Laer, In Dalecarlia, on fome great defign, 
DoomM in an hour to fall by faithlcfs hands : 
His friend, the brave, the ralfe, deceiv'd Arvida, 
Ev'n now prepares to lead a band of ruffians 
Beneath the winding covert of the hill, 
And feize Guflavus, obvious to the fnares 
Of friendfhip's fair difTemblance. And your father 
Has vow'd your beauties to Arvida's arms, 
The purchafe of his falfehood. 
Criftina* Shield me, heav'n ! 
Firft, duty, break thy filial bands in funder, 
And blot the name of parent from the world ! 
Is there no lett, no means of quick prevention ? 

Laer* Behold my life ftill chain'd to thy direction , 
My will fliali have a wing for ev'ry word, 
That breathes thy mandate. 

Crijtina. Will you, good Laertes ? 
Alas, I fear to overtalk thy friendfliip, 

Say, will you fave me then O go, hafte, fly \ 

Acquaint Guflavus if, if he muft fall,^ 

Let hods that hem this fingle lion in. 
Let nations hunt him down let hfm fall nobly. 
Laer* I go, my Princefs— Heav'n dirCiSt me to him !' 

{ExiU 
Criftina, I wou*d pray too, to fave me from gollution ; . 
Detefled ftain, the touch of the betrayer ! 
But mighty love the partial pray'r arrefls. 
And leaves m^ ojily anxious for Guftavus. 
For him cold fears my fainting bofora chill, 
His cares diilra(5t me, and his dangers kill ;. 

Tie 
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Yc pow'n ! if deaf to all the vows I makej 
Yet (hield Gufl^viis, for Gutlavus' fake ; 
Protc£t his virtues from afaithlcfs foe, 
iind fave your only iirage, left below. 

EftfD of the Second Act. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, Mountains of Dalccarlia, 
SHt£r Guftavus, as a Pea/ant — Dalecarliansyw/Z^w/V^. 

GUSTAVUS. 

YE men of Sweden, wherefore are ye come ? 
Sed ye not yonder, how the loculh fwarm. 
To drink the fountains of your honour up. 

And leave your hills a def^irt Wretched men! 

Why came ye forth ? Is this a time for fport ? 

Or are ye met with long and jovial feaft. 

To welcom«your new guefts, your Danifli vifitants ? 

To flretch yourfupple necks beneath their feet, 

And fawning lick the dud ? — Go, go, my countrymen, 

Each to your, feveral manlions, trim them out, 

Cull all the tedious earnings of your toil 

To purchafe bondage Bid your blooming daughters, . 

And your chr;fte wives to fpread their beds with foftn|^; 
Then go ye forth, and with your proper hands ^^ • 

Conduct your mailers in : conduct the fons 

Of luft and violatfon O Swexles, Swedes ! 

Heav'ns ! are ye men, and will ye fufFer this ? 

Enter Amoldus, i\)ho talks apart ivltb Guilavus. 

ijl Dale, How my blood boils ! 

2^/ Dale. Who is this hone ft fpokefraan ; 

idDale. What, know ye not Kodolphus of the mines ?• 
A better lab'rer ne'er flruck lleel to flone. 

Guf, There was a time, my friends ! a glorious time } 
When, had a (ingle man of your forefathers 
Upon the frontier met a hoU in arms, 
His courage fcarce had turn'd ; himfclf had flood, 

Alone 
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Alone bad flood the bulwark of his country. 
Your fires were known but by their manly fronts. 
On their btack brows, enthroned, fat liberty, 
The awe of honour, and contempt of death. 

ly? Dale, We are not baliards. 

2d Dale. No. 

^dDale. We're Dalecarliang, 

Guf. Come, come ye on then. Here I take my fland ! 
Here, on the brink, the very verge of liber tv ; 
Altho' contention rife upon the clouds, 
Mix heav'n with earth, and roll the ruin onward ; 
Here will I fix, and breafl me to the fiiock, 
'Till I^ or Denmark fall. 

Siv. And who art thou ? 
That thus wou'dll fwallow all the glory up 
Thatfliou'd redeem the times? Behold thisbreafF 
The fword has till'd it ; and the firipes of flaves * 
Shall ne'er trace honour here : fliall never blot 

The fair infcription Never fhall the cords 

Of Danifh infolence bind down thefc arms 
That bore n?y royal mailer from the field, 

Guf, Ha ! Say you, brother ? Were you thcre—O grief J 
Where liberty and Stenon fell together ? 

Siv. Yes, I was there-^-A bloody field it was, 
Where conqueft gafp'd, and wanted breath to fell, 
Its o'cr-toil'd triumph. There, our bleeding King, 
There Stenon on this bofom made his bed, 
And rolling back his dying eyes upon me : 
Soldier, he cried, if e'er it be thy lot 
To fee my valiant coufin, great Guflavus, 

Tell him for once, that I have fought like him, 

And wou'd like him hav^ ■ ■ 

Conquer'd — ^he Ihou'd have faid— but there, O there 

Death flopt him fliort. 

Guf. Come to my arms, and let me hide thy tears, 
For I have caught their foftnefs—O Danes, Danes ! 
You fhall weep blood for this. Shall they not, brother ? 
Yes, we willdealour might with thrifty vengeance, 
A life for ev'ry blow, and when we fall. 
There fhall be weight in't ; like the tortVing tow'rs 
That draw contiguous ruin. % 

Slnf* 
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Siv, Brave, brave man ! v 

My foul aduiires thee — By my father's fplrit, 
1 wou'd not barter fuch a death as this 
For immortality ! Nor we alone — 
Here be the trufty gleanings of that field 
Where lad we fought for freedom : here's rich povcrry^ 
Tho' wrapp'd in rags, my fifty brave companions, 
Who thro' the force of fifteen thoufand foes 
Bore off their King, and fav'd his great remains. [Captain^ 

Gu/1 Give me your hands, thofe valiant hands«-^ Why^ 
We could but die alone, with thefe we'll conquer. 
My fellow lab'rers too What fay ye, friends ? 

Shall we not flrike fort ? ♦ 

j^il. Death; vidory ordeath I 
No bonds, no bonds ! 

u^r». Spokt like yourfelvcs— Ye men of Dalecarlla^ 
Brave men and bold 1 Whom ev'ry future age, 
Tongues, nations, languages; and rolls of fame 
Shall mark for wond'rous deeds, achievements won 
From honour's dang'rous fummit, warriors all 1 
Say, might ye chufe a chief, for high exploit^^ 
From the firft aAnal, to the latefl praife 
That breathes a heroes name-^Speak, name the maii^ . 
Who then ihould meet your wifli ? 

Si*v. Forbear the theme. 
Why wou'dft thou feek to fink ud with the weight 
Of grievous recoUcdioti ? O Guftavus ! 
Cou'd the dead wake, chou wert that man of men^ 
Firft of the foremoft. 

Gu/, Didft thou know Guftavus ? [worth 

Siv. K&ow him ! O heav'n ! what elfe, who elfe was 
The knowledge of a foldier ? That great day, 
When Criftiern, in his third attempt on Sweden, 
Had fum'd his pow'rs and weigh'd the fcale of fight : 
On the bold brink, the very pufh of conqueft, 
Guftavus rufti'd, and bore the battle down ; 
In his full fway of prowefs, like leviathan 
That fcoops his foaming progrefs on the main, 
And drives the flioals along — forward I fprung, 
All emulous, and lab'rlng to attend him ; 
Fear fled before, behind him rout grew loud, 
And diftant wonder gaz'd — At length he turn'd, 
And having ey'd me with a wond'rous look 

Of 
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Of fwcetnefs mix'd with glory — Grace ineilimable ! 

He pluck'd this bracelet from his conquVing' arm 

And bound it here — My wrill feem'd treble nerv'd ; 

My heart fpoke to him, and I did fuch deeds 

As befl might thank him — But from that blefs'd day" 

I never faw him more — yet ftill to this, 

I bow, as to the relicks of my faint : 

Each morn I drop^ tear on ev'ry bead, 

Count all the glories of Guftavus o'er, 

And think I ftill behold him. 

Guf, Rightly thought ; 
For fo thou doft, my foldier. 
Give me my arms — Off, off, ye dark difguifcs ! 
Fori will be myfelf. Behold your general, 
Guftavus ! Come once more to lead ye on 
To laurel'd vidory, to fame, to freedom ! 

ift Dale. Is it? 

2d Dale. Yes, 

^ J Dale, No. 

^thDale, 'Tishe! 

StljDale. 'Tishe! 

tt/j Dale. 'Tis he ! ^ ^ [AJhouU 

Siv, Strike me, ye pow'rs !— It is illufion all ! 
It cannot, 

Guf. What, no nearer? 

Si*v. 'Tis, it is ! [Falls and embraces his knees. 

Guf. O fpeechlefs eloquence ! 
Rife to my arms, my friend. 

Sinf. Friend ! faid you, friend ? 

my heart's Lord ! My conqu'rerl my! 

Guf. Approach, my fellow foldicK, your Guftavus 

Claims no precedence here : friendfhip like mine 
Throws all refpe^ts behind it -'tis enough— 

1 read your joys, your tranfports in your eyes ; 
And wou'd, O, wou'dl had a life to fpend, 
For evVy foldier here ! whofc ev'ry life's 

Far dearer than my own ; dearer than aught, 

Except your liberty, except your honour, 

Perilh Guftavvis, 'ere this fac red fun, ^ 

That lights the reft of Sweden to their (hame, 

Should blufti upon your chains ! Why laid I chaint ! 

I To 
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To fouls like yours, I (hould have talk'd of tQumphs, 
Empire, and fame, and hazards imminent, 
Occafions wifli'd, for glory— hafte, brave men ! 
Colled your friends to join us on the inftant ; 
Suminon our brethren to their fliare of conqueft. 
And let loud echo, from her circling hills, 
Sound freedom, 'till the undulation (hake 
The bounds of utmoft Sweden. 
lExeunt Dalccarlians, rry/«^ Guftavus,Guftavus, liberty! 
Enter Anderfon. 

j4n<i. There was a glorious found ! 

Guf, Yes, Anderfon, 

The long-wilh'd hour is come the ftorm is up. 

And wrecks will follow. Where they are to light 
Let Heav'n determine. Well, my noble friend , 
Has Petcrfon fct out ? 

j^uL He has, this inflant ; 
And bears your pacquet to the tyrant's camp. 

Gu/, What thmk you of his zeal ? 

jind. In truth, my Lord, 
It wears a gallant (how* 

Guf. 'Tis fpecious all, 
Flafli without fire, the lightning of a cloud 
That carries darknefs in the rear For Peterfon, 
To fpread my letters through the camp of Crifliern, 
And fcek for iuccours in the jaws of death. 
It fliew'd joo bold, too much the flaming patriot. 
Befide, I know him for the friend of Trollio. 

j^nii. Why would you then employ him ? 

Guf. There's the myftery. 
* Pis not his faith, but treachery I truft to. 
My letters are directed to the chiefs 
Or thofe inglorious mercenary Swedes, 
Whom Criftiern has feduced to join his hofl, 
And turn the fword of conqueft on their country ; 
To each of thofe I have addrefs'd in terms 
Of fpecial correfpondence, meant to rouze 
Thejealoufy of Criftiern; as I think 
My pacquet can't efcape him-| — What enfues ? 
The tyrant hence concludes hirafelf betray'd. 
Sifts all his legions, thins the ranks of fight, 
And leaves them open to our bold invafion. 

Buc 
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But graftt that Pcterfon deceive my aim. 

And Md.thc rank of vii tue ; then the Swedes 

May waken to the glorious call of honour. 

So— cvVy way it faved tis from the gailt 

Of Swedes encountering Swedes^ and flares the blood 

Of brethren, though Tcvolted. 

And, On my foul, 
Thw is a ftratagem that faps the miner, 
Makes treafon turn a traitor to itfetf ; 
And mock its own deligns. . 

Guf. Oh, noble friend, faft winds the^reat machmc 
That flrikes the fate of Sweden— Go, my Anderfon, 
Aflemblc all thy brave adherents round thee, 
With warlike infpiration warm their fottb. 
And hafte to join me here. 

And. I will, my Lord. lExiu 

Enter Laertes^ 

Laer. Thy prefence nobly fpeaks the man I widi, Guf- 

G*/. Yes. Thou haft a hoftile garb, [tavus.. 

Ha ! fay — Art thou Laertes ? ,if I err not, 
TTucre is a friendly femblance in that face, 
Which anfw«ers to a fond impreffion here, . 
And tells me Pm thy debtor— —my deliverer ! 

Laer. No, valiant prince, you over-rate my fervice, 
There is a worthier objed of yomr gratitude 
Whom yet you know not— -Oh, 1 have to tell— — 
But then to gain your credit, muft unfold 

What haply (hould be fecret Be it fo i 

You are all honour. 

Guf, Let nre to thy mind, 
For thou haft wak'd my foul into a thought 
That holds me all attention* 

Ijoer, Mightieft man ! 
To me alone you held youffelf oblig'd 
For life and liberty—- Had it been fo, 
I were more blefs'd, with retribution juft 
To pay thee for my own : for on the day^ 
When by your arm the mighty Thraces fell, 
Fate threw me to your fword— 'You fpar'd my youth, | 
And in the very whirl and ragp of fight \ 

Your eye was taiught coitipaflSon— -from that hour ^i 

t> I vow*4 
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i vow'd my life the flave of your Tcroemb'rancc j 

And often, as Criftlna, heav'nly maid ! 

The millrefs of my fervice, qucftion'd me 

Of wars and vent^'rous deeds, my tidings came 

Still freighted with thy na'ne, until the day 

In which youxfelf appeared, to make praife fpeecWcfs. 

Criftina faw you then, and on your fate 

DroppM a kind tear ; and when your noble fcora 

Of profter'd termff*provokM ber father's rage 

To take the deadly forfeit ; flie, Ihe only, 

Whofe virtues watch 'd the precious hour of mercy, 

All trembling, fent my fccret hand to fave you ; 

Where, through a j^afs unknown to all your keepers, 

I led you forth, and gave you to your liberty. 

Gu/. Oh, I am funk, o'erwhelmM with wond'rous good- 
But were I rich, and free as opening mines [nefs !' 

That teem their golden wealth upon the world, " 
Still 1 were poor, inetjual to her bounty. 
Nor can I longer doubt whofe gen'rous arm 
In my Arvida, in my friend's deliverance. 
Gave double life, and freedom to Guftavus. 

Lacr. A fatal prefent ! Ah, you know him not ; 
Arvida is mailed, undone by paflion ; 
Falfe to your friendlhip, to your truft unfaiihfuU 

Ouf. Ha ! hold I 

Laer, I muft unfold it, 

Guf, Yet forbear: 
This way— 1 hear fome footing-^pray you, foft— — 
If thou haft aught to urge againft Arvida, 
The man of virtue, tell it not the wind ; 
Left flandcr catch the found, 'and guilt fbould triumph, 

Arvida entering^ fptMks to a Soldier, 
Art). He's here bc:ar back my orders to your fel- , 

That not a man, on peril of his life, .[Iowa 

Advance in fight till call'd. 
Sold* My Lord, I will— - 
Arv. Have I not vow'd it, faithlefs as he is, 

Have I not vow'd his fall ? Yet, good Heav'n ! 

'Why ilattthcfe fudden tears ? On, on I muft, 

For I am half way down thenlizzy fteep. 

Where my brain tarns— A draught of Lethe now—* 

Oh, that -the world would ileep — to wake no more ! 

Or 
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Or that the name of Friendfhip bore no charm 
To nrake my nerve unfteady, and this fleet 
Flee backward from its tafk ! It fliall be done. 
Empire \ Criftina J though th* affrighted fun 
Start back with horror or the direful ftroke, 
It (haW be doive. Calm, calm the hell within, 
Thy koks may clfe turn traitors— Ha, he comes f 
How (leadily he looks, as Hejv'n's own book. 
The leaf of truth, were openM on his alpeft. 
Up, up, dark minifter— his fare call out 

[Fuu up the dagger • 
To nobif r execution ; for he cornea 
In oppofi:ion^ ling^X* ^^lan ^o man. 
As though he brar'd my wifh. 

Enter Guftavus. 
\Tbcy hek for fame time- on each other \ Arvida Ic^ 
bis hand on his fwjerd^ and ivUbdraH,\js It by turn* ; 
then advnnces irrefAutclj* 

Cuf. Is it then fo I 

y^rnf. Defend ihyfelf, 

Guf. No firike : 

1 would unfold my bofom to thy fword. 

But that I know the wound you give thisbreaA . 

Would doubly pierce thy own* 

Arv, I know thee not 
It is the time's eclipfe, and what fhould be 
Id nature, now is nameleft. 

Guf. Ah, my brother \ 

Arnr. What wouldft thou ? 

Guf* Is it thus we two fhould meet ? 

Arn;. Art thou not falfe? Dcepelfe, Oft, deep indeed 
Were my damnation, 

Guf, Dear, unhappy^ man \ 
My heart bleeds for thee. Falfe I'd furely been. 
Had I like thee been tempted. 

Arv. Ha ! Speak, fpeak. 
Did thou not fend to treat with Criflicrn I 

Guft. Never. 
I know thy error, but I know the arts. 
The frauds, the wiles, that pra6^s*d on thy virtue ; 
Firm how you flood, and towVd above mortality ; 
*Tili in the fond unguarded hour of love, 

D 2 .Tb» 
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The wily undermining TrolUo camCt. 

And won thee from tbyfelf-^ moment woq thefi :-. 

Forftill thou art Arvida, f^ill the man 

On whom thy country calls for her deliverance. 

Already are her braveft Tons in arms, 

Marky how they (hour, impatient of ourprefcncc. 

To lead them on to a new hfe of liberty, 

To fame, to.conqueft— Ha, Heav'h guard my brotker|. 

Thy cheek turns pnle, thy eye i9 wild upon me^ 

Wilt thou not anfwcr me ^ 

j4rv, GulVavus ! 

Gu/. Speak. 

^4rv, Have I not dreamM ^ 

Gj//. No other I efteem it. 
Where lives the man whofe reafoa flumbeVs not h 
Still pure, flill blamelefs, if at wonted dawn 
Again he wakes to virtue. 

j^rif. Oh, my dawn 
Muft foon be dark, Confujion diffipates^. 
To leave me worfe confounded. 

Gu/, Think no mdre ofi*c. 
Come to my arms^ thou deareA of mankind ! 

j4rv^ Standoff! Pollution dwells within my touchy 
And horror hapgs around me— -Cruel man ! 
Oh, thou hail doubly damn'd me with this goodnefi $ 
For refolutioQ held the deed as done^ 
That DOW xnuik iink me-^-Hark ! I'm fununon*d hencfj^ 
My ^udit opens I Poife me f for I fUnd 
Upon a fpWe, againft whofe lightlefs^ bafe 
Hell breaks his wave beneath. Down, down I dare ncir^ 
^nd up I cannot look, for juftice fronts me. 
Thou (halt have vengeance, though my purpling blood 
Were ne6tar for heav'nVbowl, as warm and. rich, 
As now 'tis bafe, it thus (hould pour for pardon. 

[Guflavus caubes bis arm^ and in ikeJiruggU th^ iagt 
zer falls* 

G'if. Ha ! Hold, Arvida— No, I will not lofe thec-- 
Forbid it, Heav'n I thou (halt not rob me fo ; 
.No, I will llruggle with thee to the laft, 
And fave thee from thyfelf. 6h, anfwer roe ! 
Wilt thou forfake me } Anfwer mc, my brother, 
jMy befi Arvida. 
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Ar^n I would fpeak to I 
Biit let It be by filencc— -Oh, Guftavua! 
Guf. Say but youll live.- 
Arv. Oh! 
Guf, For my fake; 

• Arv. Yes, take me ; 

Eicpofe me, ca^e me, brand me for the toof 

Of crafted villains, for the verieft (lave, 

Oil whom the bend of each contemptuous brow 

ShalMook with loathing. Ah, my turpitude 

Shall be the vile comparative for knaves 

To boaft and whiten by ! 

• Guf, Not fo, not fo» 

Who knows no faulty my friend, knows no perfei^ion* 

The redtitude thatHeav'n appoints to man 

Leads on through error ;' and the kindly fenfe 

Of having ftray'd, endears the road to blifs; 

It raalces Heav'h's way more pleafing ! Oh, my brother,. 

•Tis hence a thoufand cordial charities 

Derive theip growth, their vig6ur,-and their fweetnefs. 

This fhort lapfe . ' 

Shall to thy future foot give cautious treading, 

Ere^ and firm in virtue. . 

^ro'. Give me leave. \pffers to fafs-^ 

Giff. You (hall not pafs#. 

jiriii I muft. 

G«/: Whither?' 

jlrv. I knownot^— ^Oh, Guftavusl: 

Guf. Speak.. 

Ar*v, You can't forgive me. 

G«^; Not forgive tiicel. 

jSi'v, No. 
11.00k there*. \^Foints to thecdk^er^ 

And yet when Ircfolv'd to kill thee, 
I could have died— -indeed I could— for thee. 
I< could have died, Guflavus \ 

Guf. Oh, I know it. 
A'gen'fous vnind, thouglf fvvay 'd a-whlle by paffion^:. 
Lb like the fledy vigour of the bow, 
Still hold its native rectitude, and beods 
But to xecoil more forceful. Comr,, forged it, 

D. 3/ * BktiTi' 
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Enter a QaiiTcarliaa. 

Dak. My Lor^, at 1 now parsM the mountain*^B hroWgt 
I fpy'd fome men, whofe armr, and ftraoge attire, 
Giv6caureforcircumfpe6)io&, * 

Gu/, Danes^ perhaps; 
Haiby intercept their paflage to the catiu). [Mxit Daf«^ 

^r>i^. Thoic are the Danes that witne^ to my fhame. 

Guf, Perifti th' opprobrious term ! not fo, Arvida ; 
Myfelf will be the guardian of thy fame ; 
Truft me, 1 will — Our fiiends approach — Oh, clear^ 
While I attend them, clear that cloud, my brother. 
That fits upon the morning of thy youth ; 
It hangs too near the heart of thy (Jtiftavus, {^ExiK 

Ar*v, Of thy Guftavus ! Oh, wretch, wreteb, curfed 
wretch ! 
What is this time aod place, and toys of circumftance ;. 
That wind our actions, fo, as Heav'h's own hand 
What'* done may not unravel ?— Pardon may ! . - 

There's the Lethean fweet, the fnow of heav'n. 
New blanching-o'cr the Negro front of guiU, 
That to the eye o( mercy all appears 
Fair as th* unwritten page — yet felf-convid, 
Tho' Heav Vs free p6w*r (hould pardon, whereas my peace ^ 
Thus, thus to be driven out from rav own bread ! 
To have no ftied, no fhek'ring nook at home 
To take refle^on in ! How looks the wretch' 
Whofe heart cries villain to itfelf? l*il nor 
£ndureits battery —Somewhat muft be done 
Of high import ere night, that I may fleep, 
Or wake for ever. 

Enter Guftavus, follt^ed hy the DalecarUans, AnderfoDy. 
Arnoldus, Sivard, Officers^ &e^ * 

ifi Dak, Let us all fee blip f 

2d Dak, Yes, ^and hear him toa 

$J Dak. Let lis be fure 'til he hin^felf* 

^th Dak, Our general. 

nth Dak* And we will fig^t while weapons can be foUndv 

6//6 Dak. Or hands to wield th^m. 

7/^ Dak^ Get on the baok^ Guflavui« 

jind. Do^mj^Lord. 

<?yl My couatrymeia I— — 

rjl 



QVSTAYVSVASA, 4, 

iJlDale. Hq! hear him. 

2d Dale. Peace! 

SdJMe. Peace I 

4th Dale. Peace! 

Guf. Amazement I perceive hath filled your htanr^ 
And joy for that your loft Guftavus, Ycap'd 
Thro' wounds^ imprifonmencs^ and chains^ and daathr^ 
Thus fudden, thu« unlook'd for ftands before ye. 
As one efc^p'd from cruel hands I come,. 
From hearts that ne'er knew pity ; dark and vengeful > 
Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe in bloody 
And knpw Jio mufic but the groans of Sweden. 
Yet, not for that my lifter's early innocence, 
And mothet's age now grind beneath captivity r 
Nor that one bloody, one remorfelefs hour 
Swept my great fire, and kindred from my fide ;: 
For them Gufiavus weeps not, though my eyes- 
Were far lefs dear, for them I wUl not weep.> 
Sut, Oh, great parent, when I thiixk on thee !' 
Thy numberiefs, thy namelefs, fhameful infiimieSy^ 
My widowM country ! Sweden! when I think 
Upon thy defolation, fpite of rage— — 
And vengeance that would choak them— teav» will fioab. 

jfnd. Oh, they are villains, ey*ry Dane of themy 
Pradtis'd to flab and fmile ; to flab the babe 
That fmiles upon them. 

Am. What accurfed hours 
Koll o*er thoije wretches, who to fiends like; their 
In their dear liberty, have barter'd more 
Than worlds will rate for ? 

Guf^ Qh» liberty, Heav^n^s choice prerogative £ 
True bond of law, thou focial foul 01 property » 
Thou breat^ of reafon, life of life itfelf ! 
For thee the valiant bleed. Oh, fgcred liberty ! 
WingM fiom the fununer's fnare, from ffiitt'ring,ruia^ 
Like the bold ftork jo^ feek the wint'ry fhorei 
Leave courts, ^ pomps, and palaces to flavet^ 
Cleave to the cold^ and reil upon the flomv* . 
Upborn by thee, mv foul difdain'd the terma 
Or empire^— offerd at the hands of tyrants. 
With thee, I fought this £iv'rite foil ; with thee, 
Thefe fiT'rite Cons I fought f thy bv^ Oh^ Liberty : 

For 
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For cv*n amicTthc wilds of life you lead them, 
Lift their low^ rafted cottage ro the clouds, 
Smile o'er tkeir heaths, and from their mountain tofs^ 
Beam glory to the nations. 

AU. Liberty ! Liberty ! 

Gufl. Are ye not mark'd, ye men of Dalecarlia^ 
Are, ye not mark'd by all the circling world 
As the great ftake, the lail effort for liberty ? 
Say, is it not your,wealth', the thiril, the food, 
The fcope and bright ambition of your fouls ? 
Why elfehave you, and your renown'd forefathers. 
From the proud fummit of their glitt'ring thrones,. ' 
Caft down the mjghtiefl of your lawful kings 
That darMnhc bold infringement ? What,, but liberty 
Through the fam*d courfeof thirteen hundred year%. 
Aloof hath held invalion from your* hills. 
And fanffcify'd their Ihade ?— And will ye, will ye 
Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world ;. 
Bid your high honourfr ftoop to toreign ipfult^ 
And intone nour give up to infamy 
The harveft of a thoufand years of glory h 

ift Dale. No. 

id Dak. Never, never. 

^dDale, Periih all firil. 

4^th Dale^ Die all ! 

Guf, Yc», die by piecemeal f 
Leave not a limb o'er which a Dane may tniimpK'.!' 
Now from my fbul I joy, ^ joy^ niy friends, . 
To fee ye fear'd ; to fee that ev'n your foes^ 
Do jyilice to your. valours 1 — There they be. 
The pow'rsof kingdoms, fumm*d in yonder hoftj. 
Ittt kept aloof, yet trembling to aflail ye. 
And, Oh, when I look round and fee you heret, 
Of number Ihort, but prevalent in virtue. 
My* heart fwcUs high and burns . for the encounter*. 
True courage but from oppofition grows ; 
And what ^re fifty, what a thoufand Haves, . 
Match'd to ihfr fiiiew of a fingle arm 
^That ftrikes for liberty ?• That flrikes to fave 
Hiis fields frojn fire, his infants from the fword| 
His couch fromluft, his daughters from pollutijo t- 
And^his large hoQo\irs from eternal infamy } ^ 



What 
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What, doubt we then ? Shall we, ihall we (land here 
Till motives thatinight warm an ague's frod. 
And nerve the coward^s arm, ihall poorlj ferve 
To wake us to refinance ?— Let us on ! 
Oh, yes, I read your lovely fierce impatience ; 
You (hall not be withheld ; we will ruih on them*--' 
Thb is indeed to triumph, where we hold 
Three kingdoms in our toil ! Is it not glorious. 
Thus to appal the bold^ meet force with fUry, 
And pufli yon torrent back^ ^lill ev*ry wave 
Flee to its fountain ? 

$J Pale, On, lead us on^ Ouflavus ; one word nior# 
Is but delay of conqueft. 

Gufi Take your wifh» 
He, who wants arms, may grapple with the foe. 
And fo be furni(h'd. You, moil noble Anderfoa^ 
Divide our powVs, and with the famM Olaus 
Take the left rout— You, Eri«, great in arms t 
With the renown'd Nederbi, hold the right,. 
And ikirt the fbreftdown : then wbeei at once^ 
ConfefsM to view, and clofe upon the vale : ^ > 

Myfelf, and my moft valiant coufin here,, 
Th' invincible Arvida, gallant Sivasd,. 
Arnoldus, and thefe hundred hardy vet'nuif,. 
Will pour direSkly on^ and lead the onfet*. 
Toy, joy, I fee,confers^d from ev'ry eye. 
Your limbs tread vigorous, and your breafts beat high t 
Thin though our ranks, though tcant^ be our bandt^ 
Bold are our hearts, and iierv#us are our hands. 
With us, truth, juilice, fame, and freedom clofe^ / 
Each, fingly equal to an hofl of foes, / 

I feel, I ^el them fill me out for fight, / 

They lift my limbs as feather 'd Hermes' light ! ' 
Or like the bird of glasy^ tow'ring high. 
Thunder within his grafp, and lightening in his eye^ 

£if D of the Thiab Act» 
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A C T IV. 
SCENE lefare the Camp. 
- Knter Crifticrn, Trollio, and ANenJants. 

CRISTIER{>f. 

YOUR obfervation*s juil, I fee it, Trallio : 
Men are machines, with all their boalled freedom^ 
Their moveYnents turn upon fome fav'rite paffion ; 
Let art but find the latent foible out. 
We touch the fpriitg, and wind them at our pteafure^. 

TroL Let Heav'n fpy out for virtue, and then ftarveit ; 
But vice and frailty are the flatefman's quarry, 
The objcds of our fearch, and of our fcience, 
Mark'd by our fmiles, and cheriih'd by our bounty i 
*Tis hence you lord it o'er your fervile fenates ; 
How low the flaves will ftoop to gorge their lulls 
When aptly batted : ev'n the tongues of patriottj 
(Thofe fons of clamour) oft refcix the nerve 
Within the warmth of favour, 

Crifi, How elfe fhould kings fubfifl ? For what is powV^ 
But the nice,condu^ of another's weaknefs ? 
That thing calltd Virtue, is the bane of govermnent^ 
A libel on the (late, that aiks fupprefiion ; . 
It has a hateful and unbending quality ;. 
It ferves no end, ftill revive to the rein, 
And to the fpur unfpeedy : they who boaft it 
Are traitors, rivals of their king, Tny Trollio j 
And, wanting other fubjeifis, greatly dare 
To lord it o'er themfelves. Such is Gullavus^ 

If yet he be 

And'fuch Arvida was ; though now, I truft^ 
He i» too far advanc'd in our defigns 
To think of a retreat. 

Trol. ImpoffiWeJ 
Already has helcnpM the guilty mound 
That might appal his virtue ; for the world 
He dare not now look back ; where fliajije purfues^ 
And cuts off all retreats 
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jg«/^r Gentleman L[/her an/IFcterton^ ^*vho kneels* 
Gent. My liege, Lord Peterfon. 
Crifi, Rife to our truft, nioft worthy Peterfon ; 
Bife to our fricndfliip : by my head, I fwcar, 
Bar but our Troll io here, there's not a Swede, 
tVho holds thy valued level in our heart ! 
For ihou'rt-unfhaken, though thy nation (Wcrvc; 
Faithful among the faithlcfs. 

Fefer. What I am, 
Let this inform your majefly. ^Gives afacquet* 

Trol. A pacquet ! 
Whence had you that, my frienck? 

Peter,, Even from the hands 
Of the once great Gullavus. 

Crljl, Then you have fecn him. Tell me, tell mCf - 
. peterfon, 
What faid he ? Eh 1 How look'd the mighry rebel ? 
ftis means, his fcope, the pride of his prcfumption, 
Give me tlie whole ! 

Peter. Laft night, my gracious Lord, 
While yet I held your rae&nger in conference ; 
Arriv'd, who brought a letter from GuiVavus, 
Wherein, dige^ing many flagrant terms 
Of mutinous import againft the flate 
Of your high dignity; by morning light 
He pray'd me to attend him ; boai^ing much 
Of plenteous hopes, and means of bolded enterprizc* 
Of this I gave you notice ; and ere dawn 
Set out for fielh intelligence — I came ; 
I faw him (hrunk, that glory of the liorth, 
Soil'd with the vilenefs of a flavc-s attire ; 
Where in the depth and darknefs of the mines. 
For fix long months he hath not fecn the fun ; 
CoIleaguM with circling horrors; hourly toil ' 
Hath been his watch, and penury his earning ; 
BiJt like the lion, newly broke from bonds. 
The mingling pafCons from his eyes dart glory ; 
Pride lifts his flature, and his opening front 
Still looks dominion. 

Crjfl, Who were his adherents ? 
Peter, The traitor Anderfon, and a few" frieads, 
To whom, ere I ^tx out, he ftood reveal'd. 
And when I ftemM to queflion on his pow'rs 

3 Of 
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Of malfltip, the props whereon he meant 

To hft contention to the princely front 

Of fuch high oppofition ; he rcply'd. 

His powers were near your perCon* ^ 

Criji. How ! what's here ? ^ [Looh m thepacfutt^ 

To Laurens, Aland, Haquin, and Roderic, 
Confufioh ! Treafon's ixx our camp! Who's there? 

Genu My liege I 

Cttft. Bear this to NoHii^-— Bid him f^ize 

[<?/w/ aJigneU 
The Swediih •captains. 

Trot. Might I bat prefamc— 

Crtft. I will -not be controuPd— bid him feize all, 
^Idievs and chie^ ! By hell, there's not a Swede^ 
But lurks an inilrument to prompt rebellion. 
And plots upon my life ! Look there, 'cis evident: 

\Gi'ues Trollio a letter^ 
They arc all leagued, confederate with Guftaims, 
Th' abettors of his treafon. 

TroL It (hould fcem fo : 
And yet it (hould not — Tell me, Peterfon, 
Art thou aflur'd thy credit with Guftavus 
Will anfwer to a truft like this ? — Ha ! Say. 

Peter. Yes, well affur'd : my zeal appear'd too warm 
Togive the leaft cold colour for fufpicion. 

SfroU I fear, my friend, I fear he has o'er-reach'd you. 
Divide and conquer, is the fum of politics. 
Beyond the dreaded circle of his fword, 
Guflavus triumphs in an ample genius ; 
He walks at large, fees clear and wide around him; 
Calm in the ilorm and turbulence of a^ion ; 
He ponders on the lad event of things, ' 
And makes each caufe fubfervient to the confequence* 

Crift, You over-rate his craft ; they're falfe, myTrol- 
Falfc ev'ry Swede 6f them ; I read their fouls. [lio, 

Enter Cridinatfff// Mariana, 

Crifiina. I heard it was your royal pleafure, Sir, 
I ihould attend your highnefs. 

Crift. Yes, Criftina, 
But bufioefs interferes. \Exeunt Chriftina and'iAtt% 

Enter an Officer, 

Off. My fovercign liege ! * 

Wide o'er the weftem fiiclvingof yon hill,- 

W4 
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We think, tho' indiftindtly, wc can fyy,- 
Like men in motion muft'nng on the heath ; 
And there is one who faith he can difcern 
A few of martial gefture, and bright arms, 
Who this way bend their action, 

Crifi* Friends, perhaps : 
For foes it were too daring —i—Hafte thee» Trollloj 
Detach a thoufand of our Danlfh horfe, 
To rule their motions, • Wc will out ourfelf, 
And hold our pow'rs in readinefs. Lead on. [ExeunUr 
Enter Criftina an^ Mariana. 

Mar, Ha I did you mark, myPrincefs, did you mark ?: 
Should fome reverfe, fome wond'rous whirl of fate. 
Once more return Guftavus to the battle. 
New nerve his ann, and wreathe his brow with conqueft^; 
Say, would you not repent that e'er you fav'd 
This dreadful man, the foe of your great race. 
Who pours impetuous in his country's caufe. 
To fpoil you of a kingdom } 

Criftina. No, ipy friend ; 
Had I to death or bondage fold my fire, 
Or had Guftavus on our native realms . , 

Made hoflile inroad, then, my Mariana, 
Had I then fav'd him from the Itrokc of juflice, 
J (heuld not ceafe my fuit to Heav'n for pardgn. ^ 

But if, tho' in a foe, to rev'rence virtue, ^ 

Withflaud oppreffion, refcue injur'd innocence, 
Step boldly in betwixt my fire and gailt. 
And fave my king, my father from dishonour ; 
If this be fin, I have iliook hands with penitence* 
Fird, perifb crowns, dominion, all the flune 
And tranficnce of this world, ere guilt ihall ferve, 
To buy the vain incumbrance. 

Mar. Do not think 
I meant, my Princefs, to arraign your, virtues, 
Howe'er I feem'4 to quefiion on the confequeocc* 

Criftina. The confequence of virtue muil.be good; i 
It muft. Tho* it fliould prove my father's lot, ^ 
In being refcu'd from one atSt of guilt, .' 
To lofe the Urhole of all his wide domimons. 
He were a gainer. Bladed b^ that royalty, 
Wiiich mufder nxuft n)aksilire».aml crimes kgloiious ! 
E ^ The 
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The bulk of kingdoms, nay, the worM is light. 
When guilt weighs oppolitc. Oh, would to Heav*n^ 
T'he loft of empire wouldreftore his innocence, 
-Reftore the fortunes, and the precious lives 
Of thoufands, fall'n the vi£Hms of ambition ! 

EnUr Laertes. 
Ha, Laertes ! moft welcome— Well, and have you > Say, 

Z«rr. O, royal maid i [Laertes^— — 

Crifilna, Thy looks are doubtful. Speak 
WhyartJhoufilent? Does he live? 

Laer, He does : 
But dbath, ere night, mud fiira long account, . 
The camp, the country's in confullon \ war 
And changes ride upon the hour that hafles 

'To intercept my tongue 1 elfc could teH 

Of virtues hitherto beyond my ken ; 
Courage, to^vrhich the lion floops his cred. 
Yet grafted upon qualities as foft 
As a rock'd infant's meeknefs ; fuch as tempts 
Againft my faith, my country, and allegiance, 
f o wifti thee fpeed, Guftavus. 

Criftina. Then you found him. 

Laer. I did ; and warn'd him ; but in vain ; for deatk 
To him appeared more grateful than to find 
JElis friend's dilhonour. [Laertes ! 

Criftina.' Gi^t me the manner— quick— —foft, good 

JB«/^Criftiern, Trollio, Peterfon, Dan^s, ts^c. 

Crift. Damn'd, double traitoi*! Oh, curs'd, falfe Arvida ! 
<<7uard well theSwedifh pris'ners; bind them hard. 
Stand ie your arms. Bring forth the captives there. 
, Enter Augufia and Guflava guarded^ 

TmL My liege 

Criji. Away ; I'll hear no more of politics. 
Fortune ! we will not iruft the changeling more» 
But wear her girt upon our armed loins, 
Or pointed in our grafp* 

Enter -an Officer^ 

Off, The foe's at hand. 
With gallant ftiew your thoufand Danes rode forth, 
But ihall return no more. I mark'd the a^on ^ 
A'band of defp'rate refolutes rudx'd onthem^ 

Scarce 
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Scarce numb'idiag to a tentli, and in mid way 

Tfeey closM ; the ihock was dreadful, nor your Danes 

Could bear the madding charge ; a while they flood, 

Then flirunk, and broke, and tuni'd ; when, lo, behind^ 

Faft wheeling from the right and left there pour*d, 

Wha intercepted their return, andy caught 

Within the toil, they perifli'd. 

Crifi. *Tis Guftavus ! 
No mortal elfe, not Ammoh*s boafted fon. 
Not Caefar would have dar'd it. Tell me, fay, 
What numbers in the whole may they amoant to ^ 

O/f. About five thoufand. 

Crifi. And no more ? 

Of. No more,. 
That yet appear. 

Crifi. We count fix times their fum. 
Ha{le,fi}ldier,.take a trumpet; tell Guftavus, 
We have of terms to offer, and would treat 
Touching his mother's ranfom ; fay, her death, 
Sufpended by our grace, but waits his anfwer. {.ExU Off. 
Madam, it (hould weUfuit with your authority \Tq Aguf. 
To check this frenzy id your fon. Look to it, 
Or, by the faitits, this hour's your lad of life. 

Auguf. Come, my Guilava f come, my little captive i 
We (ball be free ; our tyrant is grown kind ; 
And for thefe ichains that •bind thy pretty arms. 
The golden cherubim (hall lend thee wings, 
And thou (halt mount ^mid the fmiling choir 
Of little heav'nly fongfters, like thyfelf, 
All rob'd in innocence, 

Gufiava, Will you go, mother ? 

Auguf, So help me, mercy ! Yes, I'll go, my child ; 
And I will give thee to thy father's tondnefs. 
And to the arms of all thy royal race 
In heav'n, who fit on thrdnes, with loves, and joys, 
And pleafures fmiling round, 

Crjl. Is this my anfwer ? 
Come forth, ye miniilers of death, come forth. 

E.nter RuffianSy ^ujho feize Auguila and Guftava* 

Pluck them afundcr. We fhall prove you, lady. 
*Tis my damn'd lot, thus ever to be crofs'd 
With rank blown pride^ and in folence eternal* * 

£ a Cujlav» 
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Gtiftava, Oh, mother, take me, take me from thefe 
They fright me with their looks. [men \ 

jiugttf. Alas, my child, I cannot take thee from them ! 
. Gi^ava, Oh, they will hurt me I Can't you take me, 
mother ? 

Auguf. They can*t, they cannot hurt you, my GruflaTa* 
Fear not, my litrle one ; yoar name (hould be 
A charm o'er cowardice ; for you are call'd 
Afrer your valiant brother. He*ll difown you ; 
He will not love you, if you fear, Guftava. 

Crtftina. Ah, I can hold no longer ! Royal Sir, 
Thus on my knees, and lower, lower ftill ■ > 

Crift, My child ! What mean you ? 

Crifiina, Oh, my gracious father ! 
Kill, ki^Tire^ rather ; let m^ perifh firft f 
But do not ilain thefanftlty of kings 
With the fweet blood of helplefs innocctice ; 
Do not, my father; fpare the little orphauf) 
And let the lambs go free* 

' Auptf, Ha! who in thou, ' 

That look'H: To like the 'habitants of hcar'n ? 
Like mercy, fent upbn the mforning's blufh,. 
To glad the heart, and cheer a gloomy world 
Wi th li ght till now unknown ? 

Crijl. Away ! they come. 
I'll hear n« mbre of your illtim'd petitions, 

Criftina. Oh, yet, for pity ! 

Crifl, I will none cn't. Leave me. 
Pity ! it is the infant fool of nature. 
Tear off her hold, and bear her to her tent. 

[Exeunt Criltina, Mar. Lier. and Ahen (fonts. 
Enter an Officer, 

Of, My liege, GuftaVus, tho' with mueh relu£bAcc, 
Confers ts to one hour's truce. His foldiers reft 
Upon their arms, and^ follow'd by a few, 
He comes to know your terms. 

Crift. I fee; fallback. 
Stand firm.' Be ready, flaves, and, on the word. 
Plunge deep your daggers in their bofoms. [Points to hug. 

Enter Guftavus, Arvida, Anderfon, ArnoMus, Kvai'd, t^c 

Hold! 
Guf, Ha ! 'tis, it i^ my miother ! Crtft. 
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Crtft^ Tell me, Guftavus, tell me, why is this, 
That, as a ftream diverted from the banks 
Of fmooth obedien<:e, thou hafl drawn thofe men 
Upon a dry unchannell'd enrerprize. 
To turn their inundation ? Are the lives 
Of my mifgurded people held fo light, 
That thus thou'dil puih them on the keen rebuke 
Of guarded majefty ; where juftice waits, 
All awful, and refifllefs,' to afTert 
Th' ihapervious rights, the fanditude of kings, 
And blafi: rebellion ? 

Guf, Juftice, fan6litude, 
And rights ! bh, patience 1 Rights I What rights, thou 
Yes, if perdition be the rble of power, [tyrant ? 

If wrongs give right, Oh, then, fupreme in mifchief. 
Thou wert the lord, the monarch of the world ! 
Too narrow for thy claim. But if thou think'fl 
That crowns are vilely propertied, like coin, 
To be the means, the fpecialty of luft, 
And fenfual attribution ; if thou think'fl 
That empire is of titled birth or blood ; 
That nature, in the proud behalf of one, 
Shall difenfranchife all her lordly race, 
And bow her gen'ral iflue to the yoke 
Of private domination ; then, thou proud one, 
Here know me for thy king*^ However, be told, 
Not claim hereditary,' not the truft - 
Of frank elc6tion,. 

Not ev'n the high anointing hand of Heav'n, 
Can authorifooppreffion, give a law 
Forlawlefs power, wed faith to violation, 
On reafon build mifrule, or jullly bind 
- Allegiaiice to injuflice. Tyranny 
Abfolves all faith ; and who invades our rights, . 
Howe'er hi&.owh commence, can never be 
But an ufurper. But for thee, for thee 
There is no name. Thou haft abjur'd mankind, 
Dalh'd fafety from thy bleak, unfocial fide, 
And wag'd wild war with univerfal nature, 

Crifi, Licentious traitor I thou canft talk it largely- 
Who ipade thee umpire of the rights of kings, 
And pow'r, prime attribute? As on thy tongue 

E 3 The 
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The poife of battle ky^ and afms, of fbrce. 

To throw defiance in the front bf duty. 

Look round, unruly boy ! thy battle comes , 

Like raw, disjointed muft'ring, feeble wrath, 

A war of waters, borne againll the rock 

Of our firm continent, to fume, and chafe, 

And ihiver in the toil. 

Gu/. Midaken tuah ! 
I comeimpower'd, and ftrcngthenM in thy weaknefs ; 
For tho* the Ibuflure of a tyrant's throne 
Rife on the necksof half the fuff*ring world. 
Fear trembles in the cement ; prayers, and tears. 
And fecret curfes fap its mouldVmg bafe, 
And ileal the pillars of allegiance from it : 
Then let a fingle arm but dare the fway, 
Headlong it turns, and drives upon deftru6tion. 

Trol. Profane, and alien to the love of Heav'n ! 
Art thou ftill hardened to the wrath divine, 
That hangs o'er thy rebellion ? Know'fl thou not 
Thou art at enmity with grace, cad out, 
Made an anathema, acurfe enroll'd 
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents 
Shorn from our holy church, and oflfer'd up. 
As facred to- dam nation ? 

Gu/. Yes, I know, 
When fuch as thou, with facrilegious hand. 
Seize on theapoftolic key of heav'n, 
It then becomes a tool for crafty knaves' 
To (hut out if^rtue, and unfold thofe gates, 
That Heav'n itfelf hadbarrM againft the lulls 
Of avarice and ambition. Soft and fweet, 
As looks of chanty, or voice of lambs 
That bleat upon the morning, are the words 
Of chriflian merknefs ! miffion all divine ! 
The law of love fole mandate. But your gall^ 
Ye Swediih prelacy, your gall hath tum'd 
The words of fwect, but indigefled peace, 
To wrath and bitternefs. Ye hallovv'd men. 
In whom vice fanv^ifies, whofe precepts teach 
Zeal without truth, religion without virtue j 
Who ne*er preach heav'n, but with a downward eye. 
That turns your fouls to drofs ; who, (houting, loofc 

The 
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The dogs of hell upon us. Thefts and rapes, 
SackM towns, and midnight howlings thro* the realm, 
Keceive your fandion. Oh, 'tis glorious mifchief I 
When vice turns holy, puts religion op, 
AiTumes the robe pontifical, the eye 
Of faintly elevation, blefleth fin, 
And.makesthefealoffweet offended Hcav*n 
A fign of blood, a label for decrees, 
That hell would flirink to owii. 

Crifi, No more of this. 
Gullavus, wouldd thou yet return to grace. 
And hold thy motions in the fphere of duty. 
Acceptance might be found. 

Guf, Imperial fpoiler 1 
Give me my father, give me back my kindred. 
Give me the fathers of ten thoufand orphans. 
Give me the fons in whom thy ruthlefsfword 
Has left our widows childlefs. Mine they were, 
Both mine, and evVy Swede's, whofe patriot hreaft 
Bleeds in his country*8 woundings. Oh, thou can ft not ! 
Thou haft, outfinn'd all reckoning ! Give me then 
My all that's left, my gentle mother there, 
And fpare yon little trembler. 

Crifi, Yes, on terms 
Of compadt and fubmiffion. 

Guf. Ha ! with thee ? 
Compact with thee ! and mean*ft thou for my conmry^ 
For Sweden ? No, fo hold my heart but firm, 
Altho' it wring for't, tho' blood drop for tears. 
And at the fight my ft raining eyes ftart fort h 
They both (hall perifh firft. 

Crifl. Slaves, do your office. 

Ghf. Hold yet-- — Thou canft not be fo damn'd ? My 
I dare not aik thy blefling. Where's Arvida ? [mother I- 
Where art thou ? Come, my friend, thou'ft known temp- 
And therefore beft canft pity, or fupport me. [ration^ 

Jrn}. Alas ! I (hall but ferve to weigh thee downward, 
To pull thee from the dazzling, fightlefs height. 
At which thy virtue foars. For, O, Guftavus I 
My foul is dark, difconfolate and dark i 
Sick to the world, and hateful to myfelf* 
I have no country now ; IVc nought but thee j 

And^ 
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And fhould yield up the incVefl of mankind, 
Where thine's in queiUon. 

Augvjia. Sec, my fon relents. 
Behold^ O Kin(( ! yet fpare us but a moment ; 
His little lifter Hiall embrace his knees. 
And thefe fond arms around his duteous neck. 
Shall join to b^nd him to us. 

CriJ, Could I truft ye 

Arn;, I'll be your hoflagc. 

Crifi, Granted. 

G«/I Hold, my friend- 



\^Here Arvida breaks from Guftavus, and pajjcs to Cvx" 
fliern'j/tfr/y, luhile Augulla and Guilava go over to 
Guftavus, 

AuguftaJ Is it then giv'n, yet giv'n rac, ere I die, 
To fee thy face, Guftavus ? Thus to gaze, 

To touch, to fold thee thus > My fon, my fon I 

And have I liv'd to this ? It is enough. 
All arm'd, and in thy country's precious caufc 
Terribly beauteous ; to behold thee thus ! 
Why, 'twas my only, hourly fuit to Heav'n, 
And now 'tis granted. Oh, my glorious child I 
Blefs'd were the throes I felt for thee, Guilavus ; 
For from the breaft, from out your fwathing bands, 
You flepp'd the child of honour* 

Guf. Oh, my mother ! 

Jugufta, Why dandu thiat water trembling in thy eye ? 
Why heaves thy bofom ? Turn not thus away ; 
'Tis the iaft time that we mull meet, my child, 
And I will have thee whole. Why, why, Guilavus, 
Why is this form of heavinefs ? For me, 
I truil, it is not meant ; you cannot think 
So' poorly of me. I grow old, my fon, 
And to the utmofl period of mortality, 
I ne'er (hould find a death's hour like to this 
Whereby to do thee honour. 

Guf, Roman patriots ! 
Ye, Decii, felf-devoted to your country, 
You gave no mothers up ! W.ll annals yield 
No precedent for this, no elder boall, 
Whereby to match my trial ? 
Augujia^ No, Guilavus i 

X For 
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For Heav'n ftill fquares our trial to our (Irength, 
And thine is of the forcmoft. Noble youth I 
Ev'n I, thy parent, with a eonfcious pride. 
Have often bovv'd to thy fupcrlor virtues. 
Oh, there is but one bitternefs in death ! 
One only iling ' 

Guf» Speak, fpcak! 

Auguft. 'Tis felt for thee. 
Too well I know thy gentlenefs of foul, 
Melting as babes 5 ev'n now the preiTure's on thce^ 
And bends thy lovelinefs to earth, O, child ! 
The dear, but fad foretalle of thy afflidlon 
Already kills thy mother. But, behold. 
Behold thy valiant followers, who to thee, 
And to the faith of thy prote^ing arm, 
Have giv'ii ten thoufand mothers, dauf;hteri toOf 
Who in thy virtue yet may learn to bear 
Millions rf free-born fons to blcfs thy name. 
And pray for their deliverer. Oh, farewel ! 
This, and but this, the very laft, adieu! 
Heav'n fit viftorious on thy arm^ my fon, 
And give thee to thymerits. 

Criji, Ah, thou trait'refs ! 

: Guftava, O, brother ! an't y.ou ftrongcr than that mfta^ 
Don't let him. take my mother. 

Au^ufta. See, Guftavus ; 
My little captive waits for one embrace. 

Guf. Come to my arms, thou lamb-like facrifice; 
Oh, that they were of force to hold thee ever, 
To let thee to my heart, there lock thee Clofe, 
And circle thee with life ! But 'twill not be, 

Gujiava, V\\ flay with you, my brother. 

Guf, Killing innocence ! 
That I was bom to fee this hour ! 
The pains of hell are on me ! Take her, mother. 

Gufia*va, I will not parr with you ; indeed I willnof. 

Guf. Take her— Diftradion! Hafte, my deareft mother; 
Oh I — elfe i (hall run mad — quite mad— and fave ye. 

Aw* Hold, Madam — Hear me, thou mofl dear Gufta- 
Thus low I bend my pray'r; reje6t me not : [vus! 

If once, if ever thou didft love Arvida, 
Oh, leave me here to-anfwer to the wrath 

Of 
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Of this fell tyrant ! Save thy honow'd mother. 
And that fweet iamb from flaughter. 

Gu/, Cruel fricudfliip ! 

Crtfi. And, by my hfe, I'd take thee at thy word, 
Thou doubly damn'd ! but that I know 'twould pleafe thee« 

Aiigufta, No, gcn'rous Prince ; thy blbod fliall never be 
The price of our difhouour. Come, my child ; • [thee. 
Weep not, fweet babe ; there ihall bo harm come nigh 

Crift. *Tis well, proud dame ; you are rcturn'd, I fee. 
Each to his charge. Here break we off, Guilavus f 
For to the very teeth of thy rebellion 
We dafli defiance back. 

Guf. Alas, my mother ! 
Grief choaks up uttVance ; elfe I have to £iy 
What never tongue unfolded— Yet return, 
Come back, and I will give up all to fave thee : 
For on the covering of thy facred head 
My heart drops blood, xhou fountain of my life t 
Dearer than nvercy is to kneeling penitence. 
My early bleliing, firft and latcft joy, 
Return, return, and fave thy loft Guflavus ! 

Crtft* No more, thou trifler ! 

Jugufia. Oh, farewel for ever ! 

[Exeunt Criftiern and his party. Guftavus and bispar*^ 
ty remain • 

Guft, Then fhe is gone— Arvida ! Anderfon ! 
For ever gone— — Arnoldus, friends, where arc ye ? 
Help here! heave, heave this mountain from me— Oh r«« 

Heav'n keep my fenfes ! So — We will to battle ; 

But let no banners wave — Be ftill, thou trump, 
And evVy martial found that gives the war 
To pomp or levity ; for vengeance now 
Is clad with heavy arms, fedately ftern, 
Refolv'4» butfilent as the flaughter'd heaps - 
O'er which my foul is brooding. 

Am. Oh, Guftavus ! 
Is there a Swede of us, whofe fword and foul 
Grapples not to thee, as to all they hold 
Of earthly eftimation ? Said I more, 
It were but half my thought. 

And. On thee we gaze. 
As one unknown till this important hour ; 
Fre-eminent of men I 

Siv% 



G U S t A V U S V A S A. 59 

Siv, AccursM be lie, 
Who, in thjr leading, will not fight, and ftrlve, 
And bleed, and ga(p with pleafure ! 

jfnJ, We are thinc^ 
All, all, both we and ours ; whom thou thisday 
Haft dearly purchas'd, 

yfrn. Tho*, to yield us up, • 
Had fcarce been lefs than virtue. 

Guf. Oh, my friends ! 
I fee 'tis not for man to boaft his ftrength 
Before the trial comes. This very hour, 
Had I a thoufand parents, all feem'd light, 
When weighM againft my country ; and, but now. 
One mother feem'd of weight to poize the world, 
Tho' confcious truth and reafon were againft het. 
For, Oh, however the partial paffions fway, 
High Heav'n aHigns but one unbiufsMway ; 
Pireft thro' cv'ry oppofition leads, 
Whe're Ihelvcs decline, and many a fteep impedes* 
Here hold we on, tho' thwarting fiends alarm, 
Here hold we on, tho' devious fyrens charm ; 
Jn Heav'n's difpoiing pow'r events unite, 
l<for aught can happen wrong to him who a6):s aright. 

End of the Fourth Act. 



ACT V. 

SCENE, the Royal Tent. 
Enter Criftina and Mariana. 

Cristina.. 

HARK, Mariana! lift— No, all isfilent 
It was not fancy, fure — Didft fhou hear aught ? 
Mar, Too plain, the voice of terror fciz'd my car, 
And my heart finks within me. 

Crifiina. Oh, I fear 
The war is now at work ! — As winds, methought, 
i/ong borne thro* hollow vaults, the found approach'^d ; 

One 
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One/ound, yet laden with a thoufand notes 
Of fearful variation ; then it fwell'd 
To diftant (houts, now coming on the gale ; 
Again, borne backward with a parting groan. 
All funk to horrid ftillnefs. 

Mar, Look, my Princefs ; 
Ah, no ! withhold thy eyes ! the place grows dark, 
A fuddcn iloud of forrow .ilaiiis the day. 
And throws its gloom around. "^ 

Enter four Jlaves as bearing the bodies e/ AugadsL and Gu (la- 
va on a bier covered i four wonun^ in cbainsy follovj 
'uuecping. 

Crijiina. Whence are you, fav, you daughters of afBic- 
Their fpeech is in their tears— Avert, ye faints, [tion ? 
Avert that thought !-— Soft-^hold ye ! Pvc a tear 
For ev*ry mourner— Ah ! \L,ooh under the amering. 

Mar, What mean you, Madam ? 

Crijina. Reflediion, come not there— Sec it not, eyes ! 
How art thou fplit, thou blood of royalty ! 
Clofe at the palenefs of its parent-breaft 
The babe lies flaughtcr'd. Tell me, who did this ? 
No, hold ye — Say not that ray father did it ; 
For duty then turns rebel. Cruel father ! 
Oh, that fome villageri. whofe early toil 
Lifts the penurious morfel to his mouth. 
Had claim'd my birth ! Ambition had not then 
Thus ftepp'd 'twixt me and heav'n. 

Mar. Go, bear it hence— 
Turn, turn, my royal miftrefs. 

Crijiina. Ah, Augufta ! 
Among thy foes thou'rt fall'n ; thou'rt falPn in virtue. 
Exalt thyfelf, O Guilt ! for here the good 
Have none who may lament them. Sit wc down ; 
For I grow weary of the world ; let Death. 
Within his vaulty durance, darkand ftill. 
Receive me too ; and where th* afllided reft. 
There fold me in for ever. 

Enter Laertes. 

Laer, Arife, Criftina; fly, thou royal virgin! 
This morn beheld thee miftrefs of the North, 
Bright heir of Scandinavia ; and this hour 

Hat 
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Has left thee not, throughout thy wide dominions^ 
Whereon to reft thy foot, 

Crifiina. Now, praifc to Heav'n ! 
Say but my father lives ■ ■ 

Laer, At your cominand 
I went ; and, from a neighboring fummir, view'd 
Where either hoft flood adverfe, fternly wedg'd, 
Reflecting on each other's gloomy front 
Fell hate and fix'd defiance. When at once 
The foe mov'd on, attendant to the fteps 
Of their Guftavus— He, with mournful pace, 
Came flow and filent ; till two haplefs Danes 
Prick'd forth, and on his helm dlfcharg'd their fury: 
. Then rouz'd the lion — To my wond'ritig fight 
His ftature grew twofold ; beibre his eye 
All force feem'd wither'd, and his horrid plume 
Shook wild difmay around ; as Heav'n*s dread bolt 
He (hot; he pierc'd our legions ; in his ftrength 
His (houting Iquadron gloried, ruftiingon 
Where'er he led the battle. Full five times, 
Hemm'd by our mightier hoft, the foe feem'd loft. 
And fwallow'd from my fight ; five times again 
Like flame they iflued to the light ; and thrice 
Thefe eyes beheld him ; they beheld Guftavus 
Unhors'd, and by a hoft girt fingly in, 
And thrice he broke through all. 
Criftina. My blood runs chill. 

Laer. With fuch a ftrenuous, fuch a labour'd confli6t, 
Sure never field was fought ! until Guftavus 
Aloud cfy'd, Vidory ! and on hisfpear 
Rear'd high th' imperial diadem of Denmark, 
Then flack'd the battle, then recoil'd our hoft j 
His echo'd, vidory ! and now would know 
No bounds ; rout follow'd, and the face of fight-— 
She heeds me not. 

Criftina, Oh, ill-ftarr'd royalty ! 
My father ! cruel, dear, unhappy father ! 
Summon'd fo fuddcn ! fearful, fearful thought ! 
Step in, fwcet mercy ! for thy time was— —Ha ! 
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Etfer Crlftiern, Jfying^ imtbout bis helmet^ in diferder^ 
his pword broken^ and his garments bloody ; b^ throws 
away his fword^ and J^caks. 

Crijl. Give us new arms of proof; frefli horfcs, quick! 
A watch without there — Set a flandard up. 
To guideour fcatter'd powers — Hafte, my friends, haHe! 

Wc muft begone Oh, for fome cooling flreara, 

To (lake a monarch's third ! 

Laer, A poft, my Hege, 
A fecond poft from Denmark fays ■ 

Criji, All's loft. 
Is it not fo ? Begone ! Perdition choak thee ■ 

Give me a moment's folitude — Thought, thought, 
Whert; wouldft thou lead ? ' 

Criftina. He fees me not — Alas, alas, my father ! 
Oh, what a war there lives within his eye ! 
Where greatnefs ftruggles to furvive itfelf. 
I tremble to approach him ; yet I fain 
Would bring peace to him— Don't you know me, Sir ? 
My father 1 look upon me : look, my father ! 
Why ftrains your lip, and why that doubtful eye, 
Thro' fury melting o'er me ? Turn, ah, turn ! 
I cannot bear its foftnefs—— How ! nay, theni 
There is a failing dagger in that tear. 
To kill thy child, to murder thy Cnftina. 

Crift. Then thou'rt Criftina. 

Crifiina. Yes. 

Crift. My child? 

Criftina. I am. 

Crift, Curfe me, then, curfe me ! join with heav*n, ani 
And hell, to curfe ! [earth, 

Criftina. Alas ! on me, my father, 
Thy curfes be on me ; but on thy head 
Fall bleftings from that Heav'n which has this day 
Preferv'd thy life in battle. 

Crift. What have I, 
To do with Heav'n ? Damnation ! What am I ? 
All frail and tranfient as my laps'd dominions I 
Ev'n now the folid earth prepares to ilide ^ 
from underneath me. Nature's pow'r cries our, 
Leave him, thou univerfe !— No— Hold me, Heav*n ! 

A HoM 
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Hold me, thou hcav*n whom I've forfaken — hold 
Thy creature, tho' accursM ! 

Criftina. Patience and peace 
Poflefs thy mind ! Not all thy pride of empire 
E'er gave fuch blefs'd fcnfatiun, as one hour 
Of penitence, tho' painful — Let us hence- 
Far from the blood and buftle of ambition. 
Be it my talk to watch thy riling wifh. 
To fmooth thy brow, find comfort for thy cares. 
And for thy will, obedience ; ftill to cheer 
The day with fmiles, and lay the nightly down 
Beneath thy flumbers. 

Crifi, O thou all that's left me f 
Ev'n in the riot, in the rage of fight. 
Thy guardian virtues watch*d around my head, 
When elfe no arm could aid — for thro' my ranka, 
My circling troops, the fell Guftavus rum'd ; 
Vengeance ! He cry'd, and with one eager hand 
Grip'd faft my diadem — his other arm, 
High rear'd the death ful fteel — fufpendedyet; 
For in his eye, and thro' bis varying face, 
Conflicting paflions fought— he look'd— he flood 
In wrath reludant— Then, with gentler voice ; 
Criftina, thou haft conquer'd ! Go, he cry'd, 
I yield thee to her virtues. 

Enter Troll io and Guards^fis^ords dra^wn. 
Troll Hafte, OKing! 
The foe hath hem'd us round ; O hafte to fave 
Thyfelfandus! 

Criji. Thy fword. [Takes afvoordfromone of the Guards. 
TrolL What means my — 
Crift. Villain! 
Well thought, by hell ! Ha! Yes, — thou art our minifler, 
The rev'rend monitor of vice — the foil, 
Baneful and rank with ev'ry principle, 
Whence grow the crimes of Kings. Firft periih thou ! 

[Stabs him. 
Who taught the throne of pow'r to fix on fear, 
And raiie its fafety, from the public ruin ;. 
Fall thou into the gulph thyfeif haft ^x'^ 
Between the Prince and people; cutting off 
Communion from the ear of rovalty, 
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And mercy from complaint— away, away, 
Thy death, old man, be on thy monarch's head ; 
On thine, the blocd of all thy countrymen, 
Who fell beneath thy counfels. {Exruxt^ 

Trollio attempts to rife and then fpeah* 
Troll, Thou bloody tyrant ! late, too late I find, 
Nor faith, nor gratitude, nor friendly truft, 
No force of obligations can fubiift 
Between the guilty — Oh, let none afpirc 
To be a King's convenience ! Has he virtues. 
Thole are his own ; his vices are his miniller*8» 
Who dares to ftep 'twixt envy and the throne. 
Alike to feel the caprice of his Prince, 
As public deteftation. — Ha ! I'm going 
But whither ? No one near ! to feel ! to catch ! 
The world but for an inftant ! for one ray 
To guide my foul ! Her way-grows wonaVousdark, 
And down, down, down ! [D/V/. 

Enter Guftavus, Anderfon, Arnoldus, Sivard, €s^r. in tri^ 
umph, Guflavus advances^ and the reft range them/ePviS 
on each fide ofthejiage. 

Guf. That we have conquer'd, firft we bend to hcav*n ! 

yjnd. And next to thee ! 

AIL To thee, to thee, Guftavus ! 

Gttf. No, matchlefs m«n ; my brothers of the war ! 
Be it my greatefl glory to have mix'd 
My arms with yours, and to have fought for once 
Like to a Dalecarlian ; like to yoU, 
The fires of honour, of a new-born fame, 
To betranfmitted, from your great memorial, 
To cjimes unknown, to age fucceeding age, 
'Till time fliall verge upon eternity. 
And patriots be no more — 

Am, Behold, my Load, 
The Danifh prisoners, and the traitor Peterfon, 
Attend their fate. 

' Giff. Send home the Danes with honour. 
And let them better learn, from our example. 
To treat whom next they conquer, with humanity; 

And, But then for Peterfon I 

Gnf. 
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Gvf. His crimes are great : 
A (ingle death were a reward for treafon : 
Let him ftill langaifli— Let him be exil'd. 
No more to fee the land of liberty, 
The hills of Sweden, nor the native fields 
Of known, endear'd idea. 
, JnJ, Royal Sir, 

This is to pardon, to encourage villains ; 
And hourly to cxpofe that facred life. 
Where all our fafety centers. 

Guf. Fear them not. 
The fence of viriue is a chief's beft caution ; 
And the firm furety of my people's hearts 
Is all the guard that e'er (lull wait Guftavus. 
1 am a foldier from ray you^h ; yet, Anderfon, 
Thefe wars, where man mull wound himfclf iu man^ 
Havefomewhat (hocking in them : truft me, frfcnd, 
Except in fuch a caufe as this day's quarrel^ 
I wou'd not (hed a fingle wretch's blood- 
For the world's empire ! » 

Jrn» O exalted Sweden I 
BlefsM people! Heav'n ! wherein have we deferv'd 
A man like this to rule us ? 

Enter Arvida leading in Criilina- He runs ttj Guflavus, 

Guf. My Arvida! 

jlrv. My King I O hail f Thu* let me pay my ho- 
mage, f Kneels. 

Guf, Rife, rife, nor (hame our frlendfliip, [rVailty. 

jSrv, See, Guflavus I Bcliold, nor longer wonder at my 

Guf. Befaithful, eyes I. Ha ! Yes, it muft befo. ^ 
'Tis (he— For Heav'n would chufe no other form 
Whereinto treafure every mental virtue. 

Crijiina.. Renown'd Gullavus ! mitrhtieft among men ! 
If fuch a wretch,. the captive of thy arras. 
Trembling and aw'd in thy fuperior prefence, 
May find the grace that ev'ry other finds, 
For thou art faid to be of wond'rous goodnefs ! 
Thenhear„andO excufe a foe's prelumprion! 
While low, thus low you fee a fuppliant child, 
Now jileading for a father, for a dear, 
Much lov'd ; if cruel, yet unhappy father, 

F 3 O, let 
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O, let him Tcape ; who ne'er can wrong thcc more ! j 

If he with circlipg nations could not ftand ' '^ 

Againft thee fingjle ; fingly, what can he, ^ 

When thou art tenc'd with nations ? 
Guf, Ha! that poft ore! 

rife — furpriz'd, my eye perccir'd it not. • 

• Criilina ! ihou all formM for excellence ! 
I've much to fay, but that my tongue, my thoughts 
Are troubled ; warrM en by unufual pafHons. 
• Fwas hence thou had'ft it in thy power to alk, 
*£re I could offer — Come, my friend, aflift, 
In(lru6t me to be grateful. O Criftina ! 
i fought for freedom, not for crowns, thou fair one, 
They fliall fit brighter on that beauteous head, 
Whofe eye might awe the monarchs of the earth. 
And light the world to virtue— My Arvida ! 

Ar^» O great and good, and glorious to the la ft ! 

1 read thy foul, I fee the gen'rous conflid, 
And come to fix, not trouble thy repofe. 
Cou'd you but know with what an eager hafte 
I fprung to execute thy late commands ; 
To fhicld this lovely object of thy cares. 
And give her thus, all beauteous to thy eyes ! 
For I've no blifs but thine, have loft the form 
Of ev'ry wifti that*s foreign to thy happinefs. 
But, O, my King ! my conqu'rer ! my Guftavus t 
It grieves me giuch that thou muft fliortly mourn, 
Ev'n on the day in which thy country's freed. 
That crowns thy arms with conqueft and Criftina. 

Gvf* Alas ! your check is pale— You bleed, my bro- 
Ar<v. I do indeed — to death. [thcr I 

Guf, You have undone me : 
Ra(h, headftrong man ! O was thia well, Arvida } 

\Turnsfrom bsm^ 
ArV' Pardon, Guftavus! miners the common lot^ 

• The fate of thoufands fall'n this day in battle. 
I had refolv'd on life, to fee you blefsM ; 
To fee my King and his Criftina happy. 
Turn, thou beloved, thou honoured next to hcav*n ! 
And to thy arms receive a penitent, 
Who never more fliall wrong thcc. 

Guf. 
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Guf. O Arvida ! 
"Friend i Friend! [Turns and embraces him ^ 

Arv. Thjr. heart beats comfort to me I in this breaH, 
Let thy Arvida, let thy friend furvivc. 
O, drip his once Iov*d image of its frailties, 
And ftrip it too of ev'ry fonder thought, 
That m^y give thee affliction ■ Do, GuftaTus ; 
It is my lau requeft ; for heav'n and thou 
Art all the care and bulinefs — of Arvida. [D/w. 

Guf. Friend! brother! fpeak — He's gone— and here 
That^s left of him who was my life's beft treafure. [is all 
How art thou fallen, thou greatly valiant man ! 
In ruin graceful, like the warrior fpear 
Tho* (hivcr'd in the daft— fo fall Guftavus— 
But thou art fped, haft reached the goal before me ; 
And one light lapfe throughout thy courfe in virtue 
Shews only thou were man, ordain'd to flrive. 
But not attain perfection. — 
Doft thou too weep ? tranfcendent, lovelieft maid ! 
Pardon a heart o'ereharg'd with fwelling grief, 
That in thy prefence will, not be cxil'd, 
Tho' ev'ry joy dwells round thee. 

Crif. O Guftavus ! 
A bofom pure like thine muft Toon regain 
The heart-felt happinefs that dwells with virtue; 
And heav'n on all exterior circumdance 
Shall pour the balm of peace, fliall pay thee back 
The blifs of nations, bteathing on thy head 
,The fweets that live within the pray'rs of foes 
Subdued unto rhy merits— fare, farewell 

Guf. Thuu (halt not part, Criftina, V 

Criftina. O— I mud — 

Guf No. thou art all that's left to fweeten life. 
And reconcile the wearied to the world. 

Criflina. It will not be 1 dare not hear 

Guf You muft. 
I am thy fuppliant in my turn — but O 
My fuit is more, much more than life or empire. 
Than man can ment, or worlds give without thee. 

Cr'iftiva. Now aid me, aid me, all ye chafter powers 
That guard a woman's weaknefs ! -'tis refolv'd— 
Thy own example charms thy fuit tofilence. 

Nor 
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Nor think alone to bear the palm of virtue^ 

Thou, who haft taught the world, when dutf calls^ 

To throw the bar of ev'ry wifli behind them. 

Exalted in that thought, like thee I rife. 

While ev'ry lefs'ning pafHon finks beneath me. 

Adieu, adieu, mo{l hooourM, firft of men, 

I go, 1 part» I fly, but to deferve thee*. 

Guf. Yet flay— a moment— till my utt Vmg heart 
Pour forth in lore, in wonder pour before thee. 
Thou cruel excclletice— — Wou'dft thou too leave hqc f 
Kot if the heart, the arms of thy Gu(lavu& 
Have force jo hold thee. 

Crifilna. O delightful notes I 
That I do love thee, yes, *tis true, my Lord, 
The bond of virtue, f riendflup*s (acred tie, 
The lover's pains, and all the Mer's fondneis^ 
Mine has the fl<ime of ev'ry love within ic ; 
But I have a father, guilty if he be,. 
Yet is he old ; if cruel, yet a father. 
Abandoned now by ev'ry fupple wretch 
That icdi his years with flattery. I am all 
That's left to calm, to foyth his troubled foul. 
To penitence, to virtue ; and perhaps 
Keftore the better empire o'er his mind,, 
True feat of all dominion — Yet, Gullavus, 
Yet there are mightier reafons — O farevvcl I 
Had 1 ne'er lov'd I might have HiLy^ii with honour. 

Guftavus looh after Criftina, then turns anetlooh on Arvida,. 
•— Anderfcn, hxnoXd^w^^l^c, advance. 

And. Behold, my Lord, behold the fens of war, 
Of triumph, turn *d to tears ; while from that ey^e 
AU Sweden takes her fate ; and fmiles around, 
Or weeprwith her Guftavus. 

Am, Wilt thou not cheer them, fay, thou- great de- 

Siv, O General ! [liv'rer >i 

ift Dak, King ! 

id Dale, Brother t' 

^dDaie, Father ! 

A/l. Friend i 
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Guf. Come, come, my brothers all, yes I will ftrivc 
To be the fum of every title to you ; 
And you fhall be my fire, my friend revived, 
My fider, mother, all that's kind and dear. 
For fo Guflavus holds ye-— O I will 
Of private paflions all my foul dhrcft, 
And take my dearer country to my breaft. 
To publickgood transfer each fond delire. 
And clafp my Sweden with a lover's fire. 
Well pleas'd, the weight of all her burdens bear ; 
Difpeufe all pleafure, but engrofa all care. 
Still quick to find, to feel my people's woes^ 
And wake that n^illions may enjoy rcpofiu 



^ 
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A Tr AG i-CoM r c 

EPILOGUE, 

By Way of Entert ainment^ 
By Mr. OGLE. 

. iDtended for Mr. Wri^bt^ Mrs. Giffard^ and Mrs^ Qivu 

Mr. Wright. 
JT^ELL^ L.<i3ies^ t9 the courtyour pleafubmit^ 
^'^ Box^ Ufper^Region^ Gallery, and Pit. 

Our poet, tremhlingfor hiifirft ejay^ 
Fear'* d to difmifsyou, tbo^ you fa*v*d his play. 

Cfy'd Nell (in pity for the hajbful rogue) 

• Give ^em a joke! a joke was once in vogue / 

• Thus authors u^d, in lefs judicious times, 

• When merry epilogues ivere thought no crimes* 

* That (/aid Crifiina) wou^d his ruin crown j 

• Nothing, hut virtue^ takes this virtuous town » 

• No ! let his epilogue he clean and chajie. 

• This is thefenfe of ev*ry man oftajle! * 
High rofe the confliH in our room ofjlate. 

Where tragic Kings and ^eens maintain debate \ 
Whcn,lof we heard, ^^ your power s began to rife ^ 
Whofe horrid cat- call is our worfl excife ! 
Our itimoji palace felt the loud dijjent ion ; 
Where each new tras^edy^s a new convention. 
Whence we determined without further pother^ 
To give you, of the one^ and of the other* 

Mrs. GiFFARD. 

Our author on the brave andchofte relies \ 
He thinks, the virtuous are the only <w}fe. 
And, if his mufe^ vjith voice exaltcd,Jings, 
Of camps and court s^ of mJnifters and kings , 
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Tetj he not^ to fhegreat^ bis rules confin^ d ! 
His moral is a lejjon to mankind • 
If virtue^ beauteous \ *vicey deform* d^ bedrazvs* 
QTou^ that applaud him ^foundy our own applaufe» 
Where vice^ difiafie^ 'where virtue^ gives delight^ 
Alike ^ who judge or painty ^rejufl and rights 

Virtuey like vice^ efcapes the public eye^ 
In bumble life^ yet blazes in the high. 
Hence y tragetfy^ that o^vns no nnilgar flighty 
JShineSy with the Khtgy in a mildjphere oflight^ 
Or vagrant y with the tyrant ^flrains to run ^ 
A burning comet'-^not a cheering fun / 
That worth is worthy be by Gufiavus known • 
Mor€ glorious in a mine^ than on a throne ! 
Andy for Criflinay might I hope afmiky 
Lefs great wasjhe in empire than exile! 

Some worth itjbowsy to aim at worthy praife,^^ 
Tljeuy wither not the plant that you mayraife! 
Crujh not his youth f No! — give him age to fpread'f 
Tor we have heard you rumbling o^er his head. 
Fella few floijhesy with portentous blaTiey 
To blafl th^ ambitious branches of his bays; 
^^^9 f /oft forrows^ream*d from virtuous eye^^ 
Ifrofcyfrom generous hreaflsy regaling fighs ; 
Refrejh^d by the attack^ the laurel fiandsy 
And dares the loudefl thunder—of your hands. 

Mrs. Clive. 

Great thedefign } -—I grant — the moral y good ! 
Buty 'tis my weaknefs^ I amflefh and bhod. 
What virginy hereyfo tender and fo kind^ 
Wou^dnot her lovey with her own hands ^ unbind? 
preliminaries fettle in the darky 
And, tho*Jhe loft her father, fix her f park f 
Ory when Jhe bade th* attendant, * Save him ! Fly!* 
Woudjhe not fend y a billet , by- the -by f 
Not article f *Tis nonfenfe to fay ^ Not ! 
Hadjbe nofeel^ ^0 guefsy ofwhat-is-what f 

At her expence, the great Gufiavus fhines ; 
My lover y he /— Pdfcnd him to the mines,*— m^m 
Arvida Jails ! •^"Gufiavus wails his end ! 
And many afpoufe carej/esfuch a friend. 
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H^cUj Ut him wail hk death ; tben^ rifi to lift : 
Clafb the fond maiJy too fir iB to he his tmfe I 
He oeld her in his camp ; flight hold^ alone : 
ComfuIJion/ome humanity hadJhown,_ . 
^^ country men-'^w ill damn thee-f-tJjy third daj^'^m. 
This isnot^Jtire^ the true Hibernian 'way ? 

But^ Ifirgive him, He^s ay oung beginner f 
Net quite a f* ofiitute ! And yet^ a finrier ! 
Fonuoard^ topleafe! Tet a'vjk<ward, to delight I 
He ivants a kindly hand to guide hi^ ^ight ! 
jinoviceyet'^'InJiru^him—He i\jill mend"" 
Full many a wdchw wjhes/uch a friend T 
Evn marry* d dames may think a greater curfe 
Tbefh^M performer^ that gr&vos ^orfe-dnd-fworje f- 
fhis, 'with a blujbylfa^^ behind my fun—' 
Cher ijb the b^jyouUlraifebim to a man I 

• • ' ■ Mr. Wright. 
The caufe ishtardr. Tegentle^ and ye Irlspoe, 
^T is you '^s to damn him^ '"But ^you join tofav** - ^ ' 
^heny hail GttftavuSy ooi?* his country freed. ^ 
Ye fans of Britain ^pr a ije^ the ghtious Swede ! 
Who^ bravely ran d^ and generoujly releas^d^ 
from hlood^in^d tyrant^ and perfidious priefi^ 
Thcfiate and church expiring^ at a breath ! ^ 

Who held a life of Jla'o^y^worfe than death! 
JiefornCd religion I re^efiablijh^d latx> ! , 
•'•'Andy that you dare to praije bim^ bail Ndfiaitf"' 
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